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7 (HS 8 wong as it was known that: Yout: 
W Lordihip was not diſpleasꝰd with 
8 this Play, my Friends began to 
value themſelves upon the Iu» 
> x ty had taken in its Succeſs; I was 
Ich'd with a Vanity Thad not before been 
vg eſs than the cnn my Work. 
And I had ſufficiently ſhewn this Vanity: 
inſcribing this Play 04 Your Lord(hip , 
| I only / conſider You: as one to whom 
many admitable Pieces, ro whom the 
uſes of Italy, and the beſt Latin Poem 
de the ucid, that on the Peace of 
e ee Ryſe 
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moſt encourag'd , the beſt Writers way oe 


that -abroad theyre * „ in a manner x 


. * 
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© Epiftle Dedicatory. 15 


. are conſecrated. But it . bet 
intolerable Preſumption to have addreſs'd i 
to You, my Lord, who are the nice 


Judge of Poetry, were You not alſo th 
greateſt Encourager of it; to You who excl 
all the preſent Age as a Poet, did You ng ud 
ſurpaſs all the preceding Ones as a Patron, 
For in the Times when the Muſes wa 


countenanc'd , bur never advanc'd; thei 


were admitted to the Acquaintance of N 

Greateſt Men, but that was all they vf 
to expect. The Bounty of the Patron uh 
no where to be read of but in the Works el 
the Poets, whereas Your Lordlhips willl A 
thoſe ofthe Hiſtorians, ' * 

For what TranſaQtions can they write 
which have not been manag d by ſome wifi, ,“, 
were recommended by Voùr Lordihip? J bp 
by Your Lordſhips Means that the Uni | 
ſities have been real Nurſeries for the Stiſ ate 
that the Courts Abroad are charm'd by A 7 
Wit and Learning, as well as the Sagad = | 
of our Miniſters; that Germany , Suit 5 
land, Iuſcovy, and even Turkey: it k i a 
begins to reliſh the Politeneſs of the Engl 15 
that the Poets at Home adorn that Co 081 
which they formerly us'd only to dive Wa 


olike their Predeceſſor Homer, and with 


he Heroes he defign'd to Immortalize. 
And this, my Lord, ſhews Vour Know- 
Wedge of Men as well as Writings, and Your 
Wudomebt no leſs than Your Generoſity. You 
ve diftinguiſl'd between thoſe WhO by 
beit Inclinations or Abilities were qualified 
r the Pleaſure oply, and thoſe that were 
It for rhe Service of your Country; Von 
Bade the one eaſie, and the other uſeful; 


any Preferment, and You have oblig'd 
he Publick by the Promotion of the Others. 
And now, my Lord, it may ſeem odd 
at I ſhould dwell on the topick of Your 
jounty only, when I might enlarge on ſo 
nay Others; when I ought to take notice of 
Wit illuſtrious Family from which You are 
rung, and yet of the great Merit which was 


ptaiſe Vou to that Houſe of Peers which was 
ready fill'd with Your Relations. When [I 
ugnt to conſider the Brightneſs of Your Wit 
private Converſation , and the Solidity of 
our Eloquence in publick Debates; when 
ought ro admire in You the Politeneſs of a 
ourtier & the ſincerity of a Friend; the 
penneſs of Behaviour which charms all who 
oY A 3 ad- 


Wo'Equipage he could not beſtow, ev'n on 


ou have left the One no Occaſion to wiſn 


eceſſary to ſet Vou on a Level with it, and 


7 ws 


. 
ö 
. 
: 
E 
7 
We 
1 
s | 
: 
8} 
14 
= 
1 ; 
; 
15 
e 
7 
Bi : 
1 iT 
pu + 3 
11 
3% 7. 
1 \ pH 
.- 
1 
15 A 
{ l 
M31 By 
br 04 
; * 1 
fl 
1 
1 2 
. 1 
4 
17 „ 
. W * L 
1 l 
.- i [4 
7 5. 
181 
I % - 2 
3+ By 
. N 
PR ** 
n 
3 LS 4 
L QI 
-» i 
ms 
' 3 p 
4 ? 
* , 
T o 
5 N bn 
nl SE 
j 1 
© 73% 3 
ie 
4 + 1 
e 
1 
4 i 
$1188 
73 - 
3 q 
1 - . 
inn 
1 FF 
q xx, i 
' 4 
e 
1 Y l 
7 


— i 
— — r Wa. 


_IERRISREMRS_ 
. - = a 3 


—— cakes 


* 4 * * — — = 2 _ 
on a We r 5 — — 
— LAS > 5 3 1 ” eo — 
—— —— N e 
ERS 1 
. , = _ 
= 5 


c  e Ene G Fo EI A DEI Bun att 


9.2236 TREE; 


ft —— — — — — — — CSE 
— —⏑ —_ 


bb — 


— — — — 


1 
aft 

, 

1 
1 
nt 
| 


, 

4 
3 
L 
1 

> 

171-8 
41 
nf 


— 


3 


2 2 


22. 


fil 


0 
— — 


34 
ok 


1 1 

HE Viet 

#111 

#$* 246, 
G 
11 


2 


addreſs en e Yo Vou, and yet that bi 
den Reſerve which is 3 for the 
great Affairs in which Nou ate concert d. 
|  F@paſsoverall thele great Qualities (J 

Lotd N and inſiſt only on Your Generoliyf 
looks as if I ſolicited it for my ſelf; but y 
that I quitted all menner of Clin when | 
took Notice of Your Lordſhips great Jud 
ment in the Choice of thoſe You advan; 
ſo that all at Preſent my Ambition aſpin 
to is, that Your Lordſhip would be plea 
to pardon this Preſumption, and petmitm 
e eee 
Reſpoſt, 


Tour 22 mofhuntl : 


— 44. Servas 


or ku Spares 


| Wiizen by Mr. ADDISAR 


1922 has 4 Rate of Heroes fiPd the Stage, 
1 That ram by Note, and through the Gamut rage 
— 5 and Airs expreſb their martial Fire, 
in Trills,. aud in 4 Feague . 
While 40 by Sad, and a dbyWit, 
Calm and —.— iuolenely 77 | | 
And m the dull 22 owe of T an Fes. FA 
Hear the, facetions Fiddle Nepurtee: 
Our Hynge-ſpms Authors muſt forſake the Field, 
Aud Shakeſpear ts che ſoft Scarlatti 228 
To your new Tatts the Poet of 1 bis Day 
Wa by @ Friend advis'd to form his Play. | 
Had Valentini 1 coy 4, 
Gum Phædras Aru andſcorw dthe proffer'd 7% 
i had tov m; d your Hamer to bave ſeen 
An Eunuch fly from an.enamonr 4 geen: q 
How would it pleaſe » ſaould ſbe in Eng 
| 8 2 Hippolivas reply in Greek 4 
at he 


e Mages * 9gs 2 Wee N ee * „ e e ent ads ; 
4 * * „ 9. eee es Ry 4 
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A ito wht your Pity 1 implor⸗ Wien 
Fur One who never troubled you before: 
An Oxford Man, extreamly read in Greek, 
Who from En...ripides makes Phædra cakes 4 
And Gomes to Tobin to let us Moderns know 
How Women low'd tw» thouſand Years ago. 
If that be all, ſaid I, en burn your Play 5 
I gad we how All That & well as they: 
Show us the youthful han Jome' C bariozeer, 
Firm in his Seat , and running his Cee & 
Oar Sls won'd kindle with as gen rous Plane! ) 
As eer inſpir'd the ancient Grecian Dames: © . 1, 
Ev:ry Iſmena % d reſign ber Breaſt "© 
And-ev'ry dear Hippolitus be bleft, 
But; » 45 it is, fix ounc ing Flanders Mares 
Are &en as good as any wv of their; 
Aud if Hippolitus can but contrive © 
To bay the guilded Chariot, John can Ge. 
Me ef the Buftic you have ſeen to Day, 
And Phædras Morals in This Scholars Play 3 
Something, at leaſt, in Juitice ſhou'd be ſaid, 


But this — fo ds ones Head... 15 
Wel f 


* 


; The EPILOGUE, 
Well | Phedra liv'd « chafly as ſbe cou, 
or ſhe was Father :Joves. own Fleſh and Blood. 


2 


| be and her Poly were too near related; 


ind yet that Scruple had been laid aſide, 
f honeſt Theſeus had but fairly did. 
Wt whez he came, what needed he to know, 


But that all Matters ſtood in Statu quo? 


Ws) might want Conduct, hut He wanted Gare, 
Twas in a Hutband litle lefi than rude, 


e ſhou'd have ſent A N:ght or tu before N de 


ben be had turn d all Tragedy to Jeſt, 
Hund ev'ry thing contribute to his Reſt; 

Le Picquet Friend diſmis'd , the Coaſt all clear, 

#11 Spouſe alone, impatient for her Dear. 

Ba if theſe gay Reflexions come too late 

L keep the guilty Phædra from her Fate ; 

our more ſerious Judgment muſt condemn 


, ye chaſt Matrons, and ye tender Fair, 
Le Love and lunocence engage your Care; 
Wy ſpotleſs Flames to your Psion takes 
Und ſpare poor Phædra for Iſmenas Sake. 
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As DRA- 
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albert Linde, indeed, ud odly fred, 


ere was no harm, youſee'; or grant there were, 


pon his Wifet Retirement to intruls? 


[hat he wou'd come exact at ſuch an Hour; 


e dire Effets of her unhappy Fame: 
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DRAMATE 
PERSONS 


MEN. 


| Theſis King of Cree, | 
Hippolitas his Som, in Love with 22 
Lycon Miaiſter ofSiate.. 

Cratander Captain, of the Guards. , 5 


| 05 
WOMEN. 


| Phedra, Theſens' 4. Queen, i in Love wick th 


itur. 


1 , 
Imena 1 4 Captive Princeſs 7 in + Lore wil 
3 | g Hippolitus. 1 2 


Guards, 4ftrendants. 
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this Abſence, 
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Ant obfting 
That one fo 
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Show'd fly 
Crat. t 


there not cauſe, when late 


Marriage | 
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To have 
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| Andfhrinks and tremblesar his very Name. 


 He'sbrave, he's bery, youthful and below d 


His very Sports are War. | 


PHEDRA AND 


Ly. The King may cauſe her Sorrow, 
f Abeuelt ft Pye ſeen him hang 
With greedy Eyes, and languiſh oer her Beauties; | 
She from his wide, deceiv'd, deſiring Arms 
Flew taſtleſs, loathing ; whilſt dejected Theſeus, 
With mournful loving Eyes purſu'd her Flight, - 
And dropt a filentyTear, 121 
ein Ha! this is Hatred, 
This is Averſion „Horror, Deteſta tion. 
Why did the Queen who might have cull'd Mankind, 
Why did ſhe give herPerſpn and her Throne 
Toone ſhe loath'd ? oi . 
> -Zyc. Perhaps ſhe thought it juſt 
That he ſhau d wear the Crown his Valour ſav'd. 
Crat. Cou'd ſhe not glut his Hopes with Wealth 
— — and 3 —. abens 
Reward his Valour, yet re ject his Love? 
Why, when a happy Mother, Queen , and Widow; 
Why did the wed old Theſeus * While his Son, 
The brave Hippolitus, with equal Youth , 


And equal Beauty mighthavefillidhec Arms? 


Lyc. Hippolitus, (in diſtant Scythia born, 1 
The warlike 4mazog, Camillas Sen,, ph 
*Till our Queens Marriage, was unknown to Crete; C 
And ſure the Queen cou'd wiſh him ſtill unknown: 4 
She loaths, deteſts him, flys his hated Preſence, 5 


Crat. Well may ſhe hate the Prince ſhe needs muſt 
fear; 1901935005 i doe, 3 
He may diſpute the Crown with Phedras Son. 


His Courage charms the Men, his Form the Women; 


Hy. O! he's all Hero, ſcorns th? inglorious eaſe 
Of lazy Crete; delights to ſhine in Arms, 

To wield the Sword, and launch the pointed Spear; | 
To tame the gen'rous Horſe, that nobly wild | Th 


LEES i — 
% 


. 


rn H "ws 


Neiglis ou the Hills, and dares the angry Lion; -  * 
Jo join the ſtruggling Courſers to his Chariot, 
To make their ſtubborn Necks the Rein obey, a 
To turn, to ſtop, or ſtretch along the Plain. 
Now the Queen's fick there's Danger in his Courage, 
Be ready with your Guards, I fear Hipolitur. 
VVV 
Fear him 1. for what? poor ſilly virtuous Wretch, 
Affecting Glory and contemning Pow'r: | 
Warm without Pride, without Ambition brave; 
Aſenſcleſs Hero, fit to be a Tool _ ban th 
To thoſe whoſe Godlike Souls are turn'd for Empire. 
An open honeſt Fool, that loves and hates; 
And yet more Fool to own it. He hates Flatterers, 
He hates me too; weak Boy, to make a Foe _ 
Where he might have a Slave. I hate him too, 
Bur cringe, and flatter , fawn , adore, yet hate him. 
Let the Queen live or dye the Prince muſt fall, - 


«4 


Enter Iſmena. 1 4 


What! ſtill attending on the Queen, 1/mena? 
Ocharming Virgin! Ocxalted Virtue ! 
Can ſtill your Goodneſs conquer all your Wrongs ? 
Are you not robb d of your Athenuian Crown? 
Was not your Royal Father Pallas ſlain, 
And all his wretched Race by conqu' ring Theſeus? 
And do you ſtill watch o'er his Conſort Phedra , 
And ſtill repay ſuch Cruelty with Love? © 
Im. Let them be cruel that delight in Miſchief, 
Tm of a ſofter Mould, poor. Phedras Sorrows  _ 
Pierce thro' my yielding Heart and wound my Soul. 
Lyc. Now thrice the riſing Sun has chear'd the 
World Foot toe 
Since ſhe renew'd her Strength with due Refreſh- 
ment; | | 
Thrice has the Night brought eaſe to Man, to beats 
| | ince 


* PpHE DRA AND 
Since wretched ha tra elos d her ſtreaming _ 

She flies all Reſt, all neceſſary Food, 
Reſolv d to die, nor capable to live, 

1/m. But now her Grief has wrought her in 
Frenzy; 

The Images her troubl d Fancy forms. 

Are incoherent, wild; her Words desjointed : 
Sometimes ſhe raves for Muſick Light and ir; 
Nor Air, nor Light, nor Muſick calm her Pains; 
Then wich extatick ſtrengeh ſhe ſprings aloft , 

And moves and bounds with Vigour notheriown. 

Tye. Then Life is on the Wing, then moſt ſhe ſinks 

When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. Like boiling Water 

That foams and hifleso'er thecrackling Wood, 

And bubbles to the brim ; ev'n then a... once, 

h When moſt it ſwells, 

In. My Lord, nowtry your Art, Ler 
Her wild Diſerdermay diſcloſe — 

Her cooler Senſe 2 d; the Pythian Goddeſs 

Is dumb and ſullen, till with Fury filld 

She ſpreads, ſheriſes , growing to the fight 2 

She ſtares, ſhe foams, ſheraves , the aul Secrets 
Burſt from her trembling Lips and eaſe the torturd 

la 
But Phad4ra comes, ye Gods, bow pale, how weak! 


Enter Phædra and Attendants. | 


bad. Stay, Vir ins, ſtay Pl reſt my weary Steps! Hon 
My Strength forſakes me, and my dazled Eyes 


Ake with the flaſhing Light; my loofen'd Knees _ 

Sink unde r their dull Weihe 3 fupport me, ER 2 

Alas, I faint. wi. 

Lyc. Afford her Eaſe, kind Heaven. M | 

"yn. Way blaze theſe Jewels round wy" wretched A af 
cad? 

Why all this labour Elegance of Dreſs? T1 


Why 


Why flow theſe wanton Curls in artful Rings? 
Th, a lore r em hence: alas, you all e 
Sorrows on my tortur d Soul, 

Il. all conſe to make your Queen dee il 

Im. This you requir'd , and to the pleaſing 
Call d your officious Maids , and urg — * 
Jou bid dem lead you from yon ideas e 
To the glad chearing Day's S N 
And hate the Light you ſou gr. 

yo ! Eycon 4 

Oh! how I long 22 wear few 
| On tender flow Ty Bed, ing Graſs, _ 
To ſtretch my Limbs 2 b 8 Shades 
Of venerable Oaks, to flake my. Thrift 
With the cool Nectar of refreſhing Springs. 
Tyc. I'll ſooth her Frenzy, come 2 Phadra , let's 

away, 
Let's to the Woods, and Lawns, and Limpid Streams, 
Phad. Come, let's away, and thou moſt * 
Diana, 

Goddeſs of Woods „ immortal, chaſt Diana, 
© Goddeſs preſiding o'er the rapid Race, 
Place me, O place me in the duſty Ring, 
here youthful Charioteers contend for Glory: 
dee how they mount and ſhake the flowing Reins $ 
See from the Goal the fiery Courfers bound! 
No they ſtrain panting up the ſteepy Hill, 
Now ſweep along its top, now neigh alon the Vale; 
How the Car ratiles! how its kindling Wheels 
Smoak in the Whir)! The circling rele aſcends, 
And on in the noble Duſt thejCharior's loſt, 

Lyc, What, Madam! 


Phbed. Ah! my Lycon! Ah! what faid 17 


Where was L hurry'd by my roving Fancy! 
My languid Eyes are wet with fi allen Ten Tears, 
And on my Face unbidden Bluſhes glow. 
He. Bluſh'then , but bluſh for your deſtructiye 
Silence 3 That 


Mirror rose * 
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1 5 AND HIPPOLITUS. 
hat 4 


tears Be Soul, and weighs "A down to 
Deat 

Oh! "hou d you die (ye "ES forbid her Death) | 
Who then wou' ſhield from Wrongs your hclpleſ 
f. +. Orphan? -.- , 
'O.1 he might Wander, badi Son might wander, 
A naked Suppliant thro the World for Aid 
Then he may cry, invoke his Mothers Name. 


He may be doom'd to Chains, to Shame, to Death, ; 
While proud Hippolitus ſhall: mount his Throne, 
Phæd. O Heavens! 
Lyc, Ha! Phedra, are ou che at this 
ts of Phed. Rr Wretch ! w at Name was that 
„ 
Thye. And does his Name provoke your juſt Reſent - 
„ are t. 0ST... | 
Then let i raiſe your Fear, as well as Rage: T} 
Think ou youwrong'd him , to his Facher wrong 
In, 
Think how you drove him hence a wandring Exile II 
J0o diſtant Climes, then think what certain Vengeance 1) 
His Rage may wreak on your unhappy Orphan Sti 
For his ſake — renew your drooping Spirits; 
Feed with new Oil the waſting Lamp of Life, wh 
That winks and trembles, now, juſt now expiring So g 
Make haſte, preſer ve your Life. ED 1 
Pbæd. Alas! too long, I Rair 
Too long have I pteſerv d that guiſty Life. 
Tyc. Guilty! what Guilt, © has on, bs horri Afi; 
- Murther ; And 
Imbru d your Hands Init 
Phæd. Alas * my Hands ay guilds. | Com 
You Oh my Heart's defil d. be; 
I've ſaid too much, forbear the reſt, my Tycon, Com 
and let me die to ſave the black Confeſſion. Com 
- Lyc. Die then, but not alone; old faithful Ly: Com 
Shall be a Victim to your cruel Silence. | wil For t. 
us no oe  & o 8 Ws 1 4. 
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will you not tell? Oh lovely, wretched Queen 
By all the Cares of your firſt infant Tears, 
BY all the, Love, and Faith, and Zeal Tee N 4 


Tell a, Griefs, , ankle 5; our hidden Sorrows, 5 
And teach your Lycan how to bring you Comfort. 
Ph4d, What ſhall I ſay, malicious cruel Pow s? 
O where ſhall I begin! O cruel Venus 
How faral Love has been to all our Race! 
Lyc.* Forgetit, Madam, let it die in . 2 
Phed. Q Ariadne! O unhappy Siſter!” 
Lyc: Ceaſe to record your Siſters Grief and Shame. 
bad. And ſince the cruel God of Love requires it. 
I fall the laſt > and moſt undone of all. 
Lyc. Doyou then love ? 
f Phed, Alas, I groan beneath 
The pain, 1 the Guilr, 5 the Shame of impious Love, 
Lyc. Forbid it Heaven! 
Phed. Do not upbraid me, Lycony 
love, | , alas, I ſhudder at the Name, 
My Blood runs backward, and my fault xing Tongue 
Sticks at the Sound. 4 love, 0 e 
Heaven, | 
Why was Lborn with ſuch a ſenſe of virtue, VET 
Jo great Abhorrence of the ſmalleſt Crime, 2 . 
And yet a Slave to ſuch impetuous Guilt? 
Kain on me, Gods, Jour Plagues: . your baren 
Tortures, 478812 N 
Afflict my Soul with any ching but Guilt, 
And yet that Guilt is mine, .. I'll think no more „ 
Ill to the Woods among the happier Brutes, 
come let's away, bark , tlie ſhrill Horn reſounds, 
The jolly Huntſmens Cries rend the wide Heavens, 
Come, o'er the Hills purſue the bounding 20088» „ 
Come chaſe the Lion and the foamy Boar, 
Come rouſe up all the Monſters of the Wood, 
For e ev'n. Se Se will guard: me. F 
be Jes 
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vet ſhou'd her Charms prevail upon his Soul, 2 


vii EAll-feing Sun, byri ichteous Mines » 


Oh ! can yon keep it from your ſelves, ad it? 


13 A K D K A A N D 

De le, 

..  Ph4d. Who's he thür names Spe 
Aff Pmberray'd, and all my Guilt diſcovet d, 
Oh! give me 1 71 Swords, I'll not Ui, 

3s bear i it; | Es | 
T'll, gp m Breath. 
n. I'm Tag 16k ines 205 e 


Hippolitus is loſt, or loſt tome: 


. 
Eee 
4 F'S: 45 


oY my wo yogy 


Shou d he be falſe 1 woll d not with him ill, 
With my laſt parting Breath Id bleſs my Re 
Then in ſome lonely deſart place expire, 
Whence my unhappy Death ſhall ne ver reach bim, „ 
Leſt it ſnou d wound his Peace, » or damp his 4 ; 
Aﬀſtat, 
5 Think ill the Secret in your Royal Breaſt, 
e awful Majeſty of Jobe, 


GN ourkindred Gods we 55. 7750 O Pbadra, 
Sake N we ll keep the fatal Secret. 
. Ce, We ſwear, all (wear to keep it ever ſecret, 
Pad. Keep it! from whom? hy it's 
 knowny, 
The Tale, tie Whiſper, of thebabling Vulgat.” yl 


Or do you think Im far gone in Guilt, 
That T cati fee; can bear the Looks, che Eyes 
Ofone who knows my blackdeteſted Crimes PR 
Ofone who knows that Phadraloves her 80 05 5 
c. Unhappy Queen! Auguſt, unhappy Race! 
Ob vhy did Theſeus touch this fatal Shore? 1 
WII) did he fave us from Nicanders Arms, 1 
T6 ring worſe Ruin on us by his Love? 5 
Phe4.” His Loye indeed, for that unhappy Hout 
In which tlie Priefts j join 4 Theſeu Hand to mine TY 
Shew'd the too Scythian to my dazled Eyes. MME: 
we FhowTthook I whatboiling Heat inflam d 4 Wan; 
, i © 


'Of | i 


HIPPOLITUS. 19 
W My panting Breaſt ! how from the Touch of Theſes 
y flack Hand dropt, and all the idle Pomp, 
prieſts, Altars, Victims ſwam before my Sight! 
W The God of Love, ev'n the whole God poſſeſt me. 
Lyc. At once at firſt poſſeſt you! 4 
e Phad. Yes, at firſt, 
That fatal Ev*ning we purſu'd the Chaſe, 
When from behind the Wood with arr. Sound 
A monſtrous Boar ruſht forth; his baletul Eyes 
Shot glaring Fire, and his ſtiff pointed Briſtles 
Roſe high upon his Back; at me he made, 
Whetting his Tusks , and churning hideous Foam 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid mez © 
collecting all himſelf, and riſing to the Blow, 
He lh 'd the whiſtling Spear; the well aim'd 
MR | 
Pierc d his rough Hide, and quiver'd in his Heart; 
The Monſter fell, and gnaſhing with huge Tusks 
Plow'd up the Crimſon Earth. But then Hippolitus, 
Gods | how he mov'd and loo d when he approach'd 
me! 2 1 a : E 4 r 
hen hit and patiting from the ſavage Conqueſt, 
Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 

His kindling Cheeks with Purple Beauties glow'd, 
is lovely, ſparkling Eyes ſhot martial Fires, 
Oh Godlike Form! Oh Extaſie and Tranſport! 
y"Bfearlf'grew' Thorr , my beating Heart ſprung 

upward - . 
nd-Jeap'd and bounded in my heaving Boſom. 
las, I'm pleas'd, the horrid Story charms me, 

o more; that Night with Fear and Love I fick'n'd. 
Vit I receiv d his fatal charming Viſits ; | £23 
Then word he talk with ſuch an heav'nly Grace. 

ook with ſuch dear Compaſſion on my Pains, 
That I e6u'd wiſhtobe ſo fick for ever. 
My Ears, mygreedyEyes, my thirſty Soul, 

prank gorging in the dear delicious Poiſon, - __ 


l 
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Till I was loſt, quite loſt in impious Love. 


And ſhall I hoard up Guilt, and treaſure Vengeance! ' 


I wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd. bim oo 


| If the G 


Rather than wrong my Lord, my Husband Theſett 


Yer THF PROTON while ebbing Life decays. 2 | 


»w 'PHEADRA AND 
And ſhall I dragan execrable Life ? 
Lyc. No, labour , ſtrive, ſubdue that Guilt and 


live. 

Phed. Did I not 1 ſttive, All- ſeeing pow rs, 
Did I not weep and pray, implore your Aid? 
Burnt Clouds of Incenſe on your loaded Altars? 
Oh! I call'd Heaven and Earth to my Aſſiſtance, 
All the ambitious Thirſt of Fame and Empire, 


And all the honeſt Pride of conſcious Virtues 1 


I ſtruggl'd, rav'd; the new -· horn Paſſion reign'd 
e i in its Birth. 


| He. Did you cer tr 
To gain his Love? 

Phad. Avert ſuch Crimes ye pow 5 
No, to avoid his Love I fought his Hatred; 


Crete, 
I ſent him, drove him from my longing f iht: 
In vain I drove him, for his Tyrant Form 
Reign d in my Heart, and dwelt before my Eyes. 
_ Ipray'd, the very Vows - 
I made to Heaven, were by my erring Tongue 
Spoke to Hippolitus, If I try'drofleep,  - 
Straight to my drowzy Eyes my reſtleſs Fancy 
Brought back his fatal Form, and curſt my ſlumber 
Lyc.: Firſt let me try to melt him into Love. 
Phad. No; did his hapleſs Paſſion equal mine 
I wou'd refule the Bliſs I moſt deſir d 
Conſult my Fame and ſacrifice my Lifſe. 
Yes, Iwou'd die, Heaven knows, this very Moment 


L.yc. Perhaps that Lord, that Husband is no moi 
He went from Crete in baſte his Army thin, 
To meet the numerous Troops of fierce Molaſſians; 


An 


ink on your Soon e 
41 85 . Alas, that ſhocks me, 
o let me ſee my young one, let me ſnateh 
A haſty fare wel, a laſt dying Kiſs. 
Jet ſtay, his fight will melt my juſt Reſol ves; 
zut oh! I beg with my laſt ſallying Breath 
Cheriſh my Babe. 7 affy als 


Enter Meſſenger. 
ell. Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you muſt know , your Royal Husband's dead. 
Pbed. Dead! oh ye Pow'rs! _ 
42h, e Dye: Oe Ent? 
IThen Earth-born Cycon may aſcend the Throne, 
Leave to his happy Son the Crown of Jove,, 
And be ador'd like him. | Aſide.] Mourn , mourn 
ye Cretan, . 
dince heis dead whoſe Valour ſav'd your Iſle, 
hoſe prudent Care with flowing Plenty crown'd 
is peaceful Subjects; as your tow' ring Ida, 
ith ſpreading Oaks, and with deſcending Streams, 
Phades andenriches all the Plains below. ß. 
day how he dy d. 


< 


Meſſ. He dy'd as The ſeus ought, 
n Battel dy'd; W e a 3 * Cr: , 
hat ruſhing on fought next his Royal Perſon z. _ 
. 
ay the great Rival of Alcides fall 
heſe Eyes heheld his well-known Steed, beheld 
proud Harbarian glitt ring in his Arms, 
ncumber'd with the Spoil. | | 
WW „ „„ Phed. Is he chen dad: 
$my much injur'd Lord, my The ſeus dead? 
nd don't I ſhed one Tear upon his Urn? 
hat! not a Sigh, a Gran, a ſoft Complaint? 
1! thele are Tributes due from pious Brides, 

15 . From 


hat ſaw: his thund ring Arm beat Squadrons down, 
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2: PH E DURA AND 
From a chaſt Matron, and a virtuous wife: 
But ſavage Love, the Tyrant of my 5 
Claims all my Sorrows , and uſurps my Grief. 
Lyc. Diſmiſs that Grief and give adde to one: 4 
He's dead, the Bar of all your Blilsis dead; 
Live then, my Queen, forget the wrinkled | Theſe 
And take the youthful Hero to your Arms. 
_ Phed. I dare not yet admit of ſuch a Thought ; 
And bleſsd be Heay'n that ſteeFdmy ſtubborn Hear, 
That made me ſhun the bridal Bed of Theſeus, 
And give him Empire', but refuſe him Love. 
* Lamp may his happier Son be ; Heſs'd v vil 


Then rouze your Soul: and muſter al your Charm, 
Sooth his ambitious Mind with Thirft of Empire, 
And all his tender Thoughts With ſoft Allurements. 
Pbæd. But ſhou d the Youth' refuſe my CY 
Love! 
O ſhou'd he throw me from his loathing Arms z 67 
I fear the Trial; I know HippοjƷZͤ tft 
Fierce in the Right, and obſtinatzly Good: TE” 
When round beſet, his Virtũe like a Nabe | 
Breaks with reſiſtleſs Force th oppoſing Dams, 
And bears the Mounds along; they're hurty d on; 
And ſwell the Torrent they were rais'd to ſtop. 
I dare not yet reſolve, III try to live, 
And to the awful Gods TIl leave the reſt. 
Zyc.' Madam, your Signet, chat your Slaye my 
order 4 
What's moſt expedient for Your Royal Service,” ! 
Phad. Take it , and with it take che Fate d 
Phædra: 
And thou, OVenus, aid a ſuppliant Qucen, 
That owns thy Triumphs, and adores th d 
O ſpare thy Captives, and ſubdue thy. Pos, 1 27 
Onthis cold Scythian let thy Pow'r be known, 10 
And! in a Lovers Cauſe aſſert . 15 
ol 


wa yay oo wm oa Os EOS Nan ant 


4 
9 


Then crete: as mee fhall Aa hs Shrine 

This Nurſe of Jove wich grateful Fires ſhall 7 
And with hoy Fathers Flaws en Lg 1 p 
iT x L ad . 
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Ihe! ropaſee Love, why then as ſurely” adn 
His haughty Soul refuſes it with Scorn. 
Lay Iconfine him, if ſhe dies hes ſafe ; 
And if ſhe lives I Il work her raging Mind. 
A woman ſcorn'd with eaſe I'll work to Vengeance: 
with humble, fawning , wiſe, obſequious 2 17 
Ill rule che Whirl and Tranſport of her Sou 15 


Then what her Reaſon Was * her Rage may 1 


* Then Barks g lide ſlow! ly thro' the lazy Main , | 
| The baſfl'd Pilots turn che Helms in van; * 
When driun by Ni . cut the foamy hr | 


The aud govern „ and the e Ships W 
NSN lids The Ents of tho foft A., . DG 92 T ö 
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| en ins 

Mare , the Prince Hippolitus en 

Phed, Admit him: Where J where Phd 

now thy Soul? | | 
What.. Shall I ſpeak? And tall my gui Tongic 

K 


2 4 
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Let this inſulting Victor know his PW T7 
Or ſha II ſtill conſine within my Breaſt 
My reſtleſs Paſſions and devouring Flames? 
Hut ſee he comes, the lovely Tyrant comes, 

He ruſheson me like a Blaze of Light, 
I cannot bear the Tranſport of Ris Preſence, 
But finkoppreſs'd with Mee. worn, 


; i 4 - | | F „ 4 , 5 * 4 4 F f 1 ; 3 { SP: 
| Enter flippolitus. _ 
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. | £12517. Hip, Immortal Gods il - 
What have I done to raiſe ſuch ſtrange Abhorrence? 
What have I done to ſhake her ſhrinking Nature 
With my Approach, and kill her with my fight? 

Tyc. Alas, another Grief devours her Sul, 

And only your Aſſiſtance can relie ve her. dos 

Hip. 1755 ! Make it known, that I may fly and aid 
Tyc. But promiſe firſt,” my Lord, to keep ir ſecret, 
Hip. Promile ! I ſwear , on this good Sword! 


BCC 
This Sword, which firſt gain'd youthful Theſe 
Hopour;5 — ; 


yeh oft has puniſh'd Perjury and Falſhood ; ' 
y thund' ring Jave, by Grecian Hercule, 

By the Majeftick- Form of Godlike Heroes, 

That ſhine around, and conſeerate the Steel; 

No Racks, no Shame ſhall ever force it from me. 
F eee e nn 
Hin. Ves, tis that Wretch who begs you to diſmil 

That hated Object from your Eyes for ever. 


Begs leave to march againſt the Foes of Theſeus, He 
And to 8 or ſhare his Fathers Fate. Iſe 
. ©, Dhad, Oh, Hippoliiu * . An 


Lon Pyewrong'd you; moſt unjuſtly wrong'd you 
Drove you from Court, from Crete, and from jou See 
| ko 24 - | ; * 4 The 


| 


- 


AIPPOLITUS. 25 
The Court; all crete deplor'd ;their ſuffering Hero, 


| And1 (che lad Occaſion } moſt of all. 


Jet could you know relenting Phadras Soul; — 12 
Oh could you think with whar reluctant Grief 
I wrong'd the Hero, whom I wiſh'd to cheriſh 1 
Oh! you'd confeſs me wrerched, not unkind, 
And own thoſe Ills did moſt deſerve your Pity * 
Which moſt procur d your Hate. 
Hip. My Hate to Phadra!” 

Ha ! could I hate the Royal Spouſe of Theſeus z 
My Queen, my Mother? EY 

 Phag, Why your Queen and Mother? 
Allhumble Titles my loſt Condition z © 
Alas 1 the Iron Hafid of Death is on me, 
And I ha ve only time t implore your Pardon : 
Ah! would my Lord forget injurious Phedra, 


1 


And with Compaſſion vie w her helpleſs n 


Would he receive him to his dear Protection, 
Defend his Youth from all encroaching Foes! - 
. TH defend him | with my Life defend 
im! 
Heavens dart your Judgments on this faithleſs Head 
IfI don't pay him all a Slaves Obedience J 12 
And all a Fathers Love. 8 


* 
EF 


| bad. A Faitens Love 4 

Oh doubtful Sounds ! ah vain deceitful Hopes! 

My Grief'ss much eas'd 7 5 this roaſting 
Goodneſs, 

And Theſeus Death fits ligheer on my Soul: 


Death! He's not dead ! he lives > he breaths: ' he 


"ſpeaks: 1 . 
He lives inyou, he's refit to my Eyes, 5 
Iſee him, ſpeak to him, my Heart Trave 
And all my Folly s known. © 


dee Theſeus , ſee: " Wl much your Phedra lov'd you. 
Phad, Love — dote, languiſh,dye for him, 
B 


5 Forſake 


Hip. Ob! olorious' Folly | x 
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26 PHEADRA AND 
Forſake my Food, my Sleep, all Jayes far: Theſeay, 
( Bur not that Hoary venerable Theſens, ! 
But Theſeas, as he was, whetrmantling-Blood, . 
Glow'd in his lovely Cheeks 3 when his bright Eyes 
Sparkl'd with youthful Fires; when every Grace 
Shone in the Father, which now crowns tlie Son; 
When Tbeſeus was Hippol itus. Hin lll ock ao ha, 
| Hip. Ha 1 Amazementfirukes me; 
Where will this end - | 1 
Does not her flying Paleneſs that but no 5-1) | | 
Sat cold and languid in her fading Check, 
( Where now ſucceeds a mome i Luſtre n) 
Does not her beating Heart, her tfembling Limbs, 
Her wiſhing Looks, her Speech, her preſent Silence, 
All, all proclaim imperial Phædra loves yu. 
| Herr, What do I hear! what, does no lightning 
Ss 017 3h end oo 046 5115501 blu 
No Thunder bellow, when ſuch monſtrous Crimes, 
Are own d, avow'd,, confeſt? Allſeeing Sun, 
Hide, hide in ſhameful Night thy beam Head, 
nd ceaſe to view the Horrors of thy Ra. u. 
las! I ſhare th amazing Guilt ; theſe Eyes: 
That firſt inſpir'd the black inceſtuous Flame, 
Theſe Ears that heard the Tale of impious Love, 
Are all accurſt, and all deſerve your Thunder. B 
bad. Alas, my Lord! believe me not ſo vile; pre 
No by thy Goddeſs, by the chaſte Dia, | Th 
None but my firſt, my much lov'd Lord Arſamnet An 
Was ere receiv d in theſe unhappy Arms. 
No for the Love of thee, of thoſe dear Charms, 
Which now I ſee are doom d to be my Ruin, mY 
Iſtill deny d my Lord; my Hushand The ſeus., WM Gy 
The chaſte, the modeſt Joys of ſpotleſs Marriage. Wi 
That drove him hence to War, to ſtormy Seas, Bur 
To Rocks and Waves leſs cruel than his b.. ; 
Hit. If that drove Ibeſeus hence, then that kill d The 


12 
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HIPPOLIT US. 27 
And cruel Phedrakill'd her Husband The ſeus. | 
- Phad. Forbear, raſh Youth , nor dare tò rouſe 
„ My Vengenceñ az97 woe. ad v7 
Youneed not urge, nor tempt my ſwelling Rage 
Wirh black Reproaches, Scorn and Provocation 
Todo a Deed my Reaſon would aber. 
Long has the Secret ſtruggled in my Breaſt. 
Long has it rack d and rent my tortur d Boom, 
But now tis out; Shame, Rage, Confuſion tear 
And drive me on to act unheard- f Crimes, 1 
Io murther thee, my ſelf, and all that knaw it. 
As when Convulſions cleave the lab ring: Earth, 
Before the diſmal Lawn appears, the Ground ' | :/. 
Trembles and hea ves, the nodding Houſes craſſi; 
| He's ſafe that from the dreadful Warning flys, 
But he that ſees its opening Boſom dyes. [ Exits 
| Hip. Then let me take the Warning and retire; 
Id rather truſt the rough Jamian Waves 


Than Womans fiercer Rage. > 200.3 wov vaT 
[ Lmena ſhews her ſelfliqtning. 


You muſt not leave the Queen to her Deſpair. : 
Hip. Muſt not! from thee! from that vile upſtart 


* 


; 3 * 4 . Ait ei bad 
He. Ves; from that Hycon bo deri ves his 
SGreatneſs Hb | g 


T3 22139 o 
From Phedr.asRace , and now would guard her Life: 
Then, Sir, forbear and view this Royal Signet, 


And in her faichful Slave abey= the . Qucen. 1 


1 
LS; : > aka 


W 213 Enter Guards 1 


Guards, watch the Prince, but at that awful Diſtance, 
With that Reſpect it may not ſeem Confinement , 

Bur only meant for Honour. 
„ * 1 8g $02; GOIN 
The Honour Crete beſtows on Theſeag' Son. 1 


D. 


:8 pH AE DRA AND 


Am ] confin'd! and is t ſo ſoon forgot 5 
When fierce Procruſtes Arm o'erran your Kingdom 
When your Streets Echo'd with the Cries of 
I nar, 5 
Your ſhrieking Maids clung round the hallow'( 

| Shrine r . 
When all your Palaces and lofty Towers 
Smoak'd on the Earth, when the red Sky around 
Glow d with your Citys Flames ( a dreadful Luſtre); 
Then, then my Father flew to your Aſſiſtance; 
Then The ſeus ſav d your Lives, Eſtates and Honours, 
And do you thus reward the Heros Toil? 

And do you now confine the Heros Son? 

Lyc. Take not an eaſie ſhort Confinement ill, 
Which your own Safety and Queens requires; 
But fear not ought from one that joys ro ſerve you. 
Hip. O, I diſdain thee, Traitor, but not fear thee, 
Nor will I hear of Services from Lycon. 

Thy very Looks are Lies, eternal Falſhood | 
Smiles in 410 Lip and flatters in thy Eyes? 

Ev'nin thy humble Face I read my Ruin. 
Inev'ry cringing Bow and e Smile: 

Why elſe d you whiſper out your dark Suſpicions 
Why with malignant Elogies encreſe 
The Peoples Fears, and praiſe me to my Ruin? 
Why through the troubl'd Streets of frighred Gnoſſuy 
Do Bucklers; Helms and poliſh'd Armor blaze? 
Why ſounds the dreadful Din of inſtant War? 


Whilſt ſtill the Foe's unknown. 

Dye. Then quit thy Arts. 5 
Put off the Sates-man and reſume the Judge. LAſile. 
Thou Proteus ſhift thy various Forms no more, 
Bur boldly own the God. ... That Foe's too near; 


[.o Hip. 


The Queens Diſeaſe, and your aſpiring Mind 
Diſturb all Crete, and give a Looſe to War. 
Hip. Gods ! dare he ſpeak thus to a Monarchs * 


— i wt wi, a Ch 1, = 


ur OtAr Us, = 


And muſt this Earth-born Slave command in Crete ? 
Was it for this my God -· like Father fought? | 
Did Tbeſeus bleed for Lycon? Oye Cretans, 
See there you King , the Succeſſor of Minos , 
And Heir of Fove. 
Tjyc. Lou may as well 8 
That Fove you worſhip as this Slave you ſcorn. . - 
Go ſeize Alemaon, Niczas , and all 
The black Abertors of his impious Treaſon, * _ 
Now o'er thy Head th' avenging Thunder roles; 
For know on me depends thy inſtant Doom. 
Then 2 Proud Prince „to bend thy gy 
oul, 
And if thou thinbeſt of Life obey the Queen. 
Hip. Then free from Fear or Guile Vl wait my 
Doom, 
what e' er's my Fault no Stain ſhall blot my Glory. | 
Ill guard my Honour „you diſpoſe my Life; 
IEx. Lyc. and 1 
Since he dares brave my Rage the Danger's near. 
| The timorous Hounds that hunt theigenerous Lyon. 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purſuit; 
But when he ſtruggles in th? entangling Toils , 
Inſult the hing Ney. „„ e . Enterg. 
*Tis kindly done , Iſmend, 
With all your Charms to viſit my Diſtreſs z | \- 
Soften my Chains, and make Confinement eaſi 6. 
leit then giv'n me to behold thy Beauties 8 
Thoſe bluſhing Sweets, thoſe lovely loving Eyes! 
Jo preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating Meat, 0 
And grow thus to my Love! What's Liberty to this? 
What's Fame or Greatneſs? Take em, take em, 
Ph 4 dra *M 42 4 
freedom and Fame, and in os dear Confinement 
Encloſe me thas: for ever. 


0 Hippolits 
0 could ever: dwell inthis Confnement! L 1 
or 
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By that dear Love that makes us now unhappy F 
By the near Danger of that precious Life 3* 


Wbat ! not yet mov'd? Are you reſolv'd on Death 
- Then, cer tis Night I ſwear by all the Pow'rs _ 

This Steel ſhall end my Fears and Life together. 
2077 * | H. 


P HK DR AAN od 
or ought while I behold my Lorll. 


But yet that Wiſh that only Wiſh is vain , ; N 


When my hard Fate thus forces me to beg you Fi 
Drive from your God - like Soul a wretched Maid, L 
Take to your Arms ( affiſt me Heaven toſpeakic) MM i; 
Tale to your Arms Imperial Phedra, 


And · think of me no more. e f 
3 be Hip. Not think of thee! IM 71 
What! part, for ever part! unkind Iſmeuas i 


Ohl can you think that Death is half ſo dreadfſul He 
As it would be to live, and live without thee?: co 
Say; ſmould I quit thee, ſhould I turn to Phadra, WM Ny 
Say ,-could'ſt thou bear it ! Could thy tender Soul WDy 
Endure the Torment of deſpairing Love, KF / 
And ſee mè ſettled ima Rivals Arms? 
1/m. Think not of me, perhaps my equal mind 
May learn to beat he Fate the Gods allot me. 
Vet w uld you hear me, could your loy'd I/tnens 
With all her Charms o erule your ſullen Honour, 
Lou yet might live, nor leave the poor Iſnena-. 
Hip. Speak, if I can, I'm ready toobey.. 
1/m. Give the Queen hopes. 115% yol 
Hi. No more.. my Soul diſdains it, 
Noe; ſhould I try, my haughty Soul would (well; 
Sharpen each Word, and threaten in my Eyes. 
O! ſhouk4Fſtoop to cringe, to lye, forſwear, 
Deſerve the Rui which I ſtrive coſhun? 
1mm. O, I can't bear this cold Contemptof Death! 
This rigid Vertue that prefers your Glorx/ 
To Liberty or Life. O cruel Man! ! 
By theſe ſad Sighs, by theſe poor ſtreaming Eyes, 


Heww'rvknows Value much above my own. ᷑ 


„ aATxprolfiTru's. = 
Hin. Tou ſhan't be truſted with a Life ſo precious. 
No, to the Court I'll publiſh your Deſign, 

Fv'n bloody Lycon will prevent 8 Fate; 
Ihcon ſhall wrench the Dagger from your Boſom 3 
Ind raving Phaura will preſerve Iſmena. TI 

In. Bbedra Come on, I'Il lead you on to 
Ill telk her all the Secrets of our Lo Vãy e,, 
Give to her Rage her cloſe deſtructive Rival! 
Her Rival ſure Will fall, her Love may ſave jou. 
Come ſee me labour in the Pangs of Death, _ 
My agonizing Limbs, my dying Eyes. b 
Dying, yet fixt in Death on my Hippolirus. 

Hip. What's your Deſign ? Ye Powers! Wha 

1 — 
In. She means to lead you in the Road of Fate, 

She mtatis t6 dye with one ſhe can't preſerve. 
Yet when yoli fee me pale upon the Earth, e 
This once 10 d Formgrown horrible in Death, 
ure your relenting Soul would wiſh you'd ſav d me. 
Hip. Oh! Fiidoall; do anything to fave you, 
KGive up my Fame and all my darling Honour, 
Funn I Ry, what you Il command Ill fay. . 


„ 


77 


Im. Say what Occaſion, Chance, or Heav't 
eee e e 4 
dy that you 10d her, that you loy'd her long, 
bay thar voir II wed her, ſay that you Il comply, . 
27, to preſerve your Life, ſay any thing. 
ens I SA fl als 15 Exit Hip. 
les hint 3" ye Powers ! and if it be a Crime, 
im all'your Vengeance on 7/mezas Heads 
uniſh-F/mena, but forgive Hippolitus., 
fes gone, And now my brave Relolvesare ſtagg rd, 
ov Lrepentlike fore deſpairing Wreck 
h Whatboldly pliinges in the frighrful Deep, 
hen pants, and ſtruggles with the whirling Waves; 
d catches every ſlender Reed to fave him. 3 


1 


* 


. 
* 
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. Cho. But ſhould he do * endes. 


joyn'd him, 14 


| for, thould he wed . 


| 
Tſme-Should he mad the Queen! Ml ' 
Oh! 1 4 rementber. that twas my Requeſt, ] 
And dye well pleas'd I made the Heroe happy. \ 
Cho. Dye! does 1ſmena then reſolve to dye? ( 
Iſin. Can I then live? Can I, Who low df well / 
To part with all my Bliſs to ſave my Lover? / 
Oh! can 1 drag awrerched Life without him, J 
And ſee another revel in his rm? P 
Oh tis in 3 alone L can have Comforts P 
SN M l — Lycon, x ond co WR 
Lyc. What a Reverſe is this? perfidious "RF 1 
Is this thy Truth? Is this thy boaſted Honour? H 
Then all are Rogues alike; I never thought H 
But one Man honeſt, and hat one decivesme.[4þ "1 Bc 
| Tſmena here / n_» . Ne 
Tis all a reed, and now the prince i is lake) N. 
From the ſure Vengeance of deſpairing Love. Ne 
Now 7?he4ras Rage is chang d ro ſoft Endearments, II 
She doats, ſhedyes; and few, but tedious Days, MW He 
With endleſs Joys will crown the happy Pair. Ch 
In. Does he then wed the Queen? | 
| c. Ar leaſt I ' chinkfa 
I, whenthe Prince 1 not far retir d 
Pave with my Doubts; he ſpoke ; th' attentive Queen ] 
welt on his Accents, and her gloomy. Eyes 
Sparkled with gentler Fires: He bluſhing ta d. WI 
She trembling, loſt in Love, with ſoft Confubon Thi 
Receiy d his alſion and return d her dẽn: 1 
Then ſmiling turn d to me, and bid me order Ls 
The pompous Rigtes of her enſuing Nuptials, Yo! 
Which I muſt now purſue. Farewell 1/mena, 2. For 


* Im. T hen I Uretire, and not diſturb their ht Can 


IJ 


Cho. Stay and learn moreee 
Vn. Ah! wherefore ſhould I ſtay? 
What ! ſhall I ſtay to rave, t'upbraid , to hold him, 
Jo ſnatch the ſtruggling Charmer from her Arms? 
For could you think that open gen rous Youth | 
Could with feign'd Love deceive a jealous Woman? 
Could he ſo ſoon grow artful in difſembling 2? 
ahl without doubt his Thoughts inſpired his Tongue, 
And all his Soul receiv'da real Love. 1 
Perhaps new Graces darted from her Eyes, 
Perhaps ſoft Pity charm'd his yielding Soul , 
OR her Love, perhaps her Kingdom charm'd 
bin: kat | 1 
perhaps alas! how many things might charm him! 
cho. Wait the Succeſs, it is not yet decided. 

In. Not yet decided! Did not Cycon tell us 
How he proteſted, ſigh' d, and look d, and vow'd; 
How the ſoft Paſſion languiſh'd in his Eyes? 

les, yes, he loves, he doats on Phedras Charms. 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting Breaſt, 
Now he de vours her with his eager Eyes, 
Now graſps her Hands, and now he looks, and yows 
| The dear falſe things that charm'd the poor 1/mena. 
He comes; be ſtill, my Heart, the Tyrant comes, 
Charming, tho' falſe, and lovely in his Guilt. 


3 


Euter Hippolitus. 


Hip. Why hangs that cloudy Sorrow on your 
Brow? „ f 
Why do you figh ? why flow your ſwelling Eyes, 
Thoſe Eyes that us'd with Joy to view Hippolitus. 
I/m. My Lord, my Soul is charm'd with your 
„ Süccelz; 1 | Pres 
You know, my Lord, my Fears are but for you, 
For your dear Life ; and fince my death alone 


A 


Can make you ſafe , that ſoon hal make you happy: 7 
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31 PH DRA AND 
Yer 200 you brought leſs Love to Pha dras Arms, 
My Soll had parted*with a leſs Regret, 
Bleſt iir ſarviving in your dear Remembrance, 
Hip. Your Death+*My Love! 1 My Marriage! an 
7. "op Phadya $3 411 vg 218 
Hear me; Amen 2 
laat No I: dare i not hear you 
But the Jeder keen tühs erueliy unkind 
Tho you have left me for the Royal Phadyis „ bay 
Yer ſtill my Soul oer runs with Fondneſs r "Wards 
<-> aq 
Vet ſtill [aye wich Joy ea ARE ifpotioas; i quid] 
Hip. Dye to ſave me! Could I outlive Iſinena? 
Iſim. Ves , you d outli te her in your bad 
Arms, 1 
And may y mere Bad ev'ry vjcoming Pledſute; 
Oh; may the Gods ſhow'r Bleflings on thy Head! 
May the Gods crown thy gloxious Arms with cn 


And altthy56 peaceful Days with ſure Repoſes" - 
May'it thou be bleſt withTovelyPhe4ras Chart, 
And for thy eaſe forget the lott Iſmeni. EYES: 
Farewell, » Hippolitus. As Tie 
"Hip. 11/mena ay | 
Stay; hear me ſpeak, or by th infernal Powers 
III not ſurvive the Minute you depart. 
Jin. What would youſay? Ah! don't deceive my 
Weakneſs. 
Hip. Deceive thee! Why, lſmens, do you wrong 
me? 
Why doubt my Faith? O lovely, cruel Maid: 
Why wound my tender Soul with harſh Suſpicion! 
Oh! by thofe charming Eyes, by thy dear Love, 
I ncither thought nor ſpoke, defign'd nor Promis 
Jo love, or wed the Queen. 
Im. Speak on, my Lord, 
My koneſt'Soiit inclines me tobelicye thee 3 


1 


_ATTPPOLITUS 2x4 
And a J fear, and much I hope I've wrong'd 
nnn frond RFLEL 
Hip. Then thus. I came and ſpake, but ſcarce 
0 LOvVes 2:05. 2007] hh | 


| The cafic Queen receiy'd my faint Addreſs © 


Whith cagy r Hope and unſuſpicious Faith. 

Lycon with ſeeming Joy diſmiſs d my Guards, 

My gen rous Soul diſdainꝰd the mean Deceit, 

But ſtill: deceiv d her to obe Iſmeus. 
In. Art thou then true? Thou art. Oh pardon 


1 „ „ hq ee ai 
| Pardon the. Errors of a filly Maid. 


Wild wich her Fears, and mad with jealouſie; 


Tor ſtill chat Fear that Jealoufic was Love. 


Haſte then, my Lord, and fave your ſelf by Flight; 
And when you're abſent, hen your God - like Forma 
Shall ceaſe to chear forlorn Iſinenas Eyes, 
Then let each Day, each Hour, each Minute bring 


Some kind Remembrance of your conſtant Love: 


Speak of your Health, your Fortune, and your Friends, 
for ſure thoſe Friends ſhall have my tender ſt wiſhes} 
peak much of all but of thy dear, drar Love, 


peak much, ſpeak very much, and ſtill ſpœak vn. 


Hp. Oh i thy dear Love ſhall ever be my Theme, 
Of chat alone Ill talk the live long Day⸗ʒ 
But thus EIItalk, thus dwelling in thy Eyes, 
Taſting the Odours of thy fragrant Boſom - + 
Come then to crown me with immortal Joys, 
Come, be the kind Companion of my Flight, 


| Come haſte with meto leave this fatal Shore. 


The Bark before prepar d for my Departure 
Expects its Freight; a hundred luſty Rowers 


Have bar'd their ſinewy Arms, and call'd Hippolitus; 


The looſen d Canvas trembles with the Winds 
And the Sea whitens with auſpicious Gales. 
I/m. Fly then my Lord, and may the Gods pro- 
| 22 tect thee; 21 14 ess il 
£40 | C 2 | Fly, 
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36 —Qn HE DRA AND 
Fly, ere inſidious Lycon work thy Ruin, 


Fly, e're my Fondneſs talk thy Life away; 


; Fly from the Gen! + 


Hip. But not from my T(meng, 
— do you force me from your heav'nly fight, 
With thoſe dear Arms that ought to claſp me to thee? 
Iſm. Oh I could rave for ever at my-Fate! ' 
And with alternate Love and Fear poſſeſs'd , _ 
Now force thee from my Arms, now ſnatch thee 
nol. eemny. Breaſts { £51? „„ 


And tremble till you go, but dye till ou return. 


Nay I could go; ye Gods, if I ſhould go, 
What would Fame ſay ? If I ſhould fly alone 
With a young lovely Prince that charm'd my Soul? 
Hip. Say you did well to fly a certain Ruin, 
To fly the Fury of a Queen incens d. 
To crown with endleſs Joys the Youth that lo vd you, 
O! by the Joys our mutual Loves have brought, 


L2 . . 


By the bleſt Hours T'velanguiſh'd at your Feet, bite 


By all the Love you ever bore Hipolitu, 

Come fly from hence and make him ever happy. 
I/m. Hide me, ye Pow'rs; I never ſhall reſiſt. 
Hip. Will you refuſe me? Can I leave behind me 

All that inſpires my Soul and chears my Eyes 

Will you not go? Then here Ill wait my Doom, 

Come, raving Phadra, bloody Lycon come; 

I offer to your Rage this worthleſs Life, * 


Since tis no longer my Iſinenas Care. 


Im. O! haſte away, my Lord, I go, Ifly- 
Thro* all the Dangers of the boiſt*rous Deep. 
When the Wind whiſtles thro' the crackling Maſts, 
When thro' the_yawning Ship the foaming Sea 


 Rowls-bubblingin; then, then Ill claſp theefaſt, 


And in tranſporting Love forget my Fear. 
Oh! I will wander thro' the Schtbian Gloom, 


Oer Ice, and Hills of everlaſting. Snow: 


There when the horrid Darkneſs ſhall encloſe Us J 
1 1 | | When 


HTPPOLTYTOUS 57 


Whew thebleak Wind ſhall chill my ſhiv'ring Limb ; , 


Thou ſhalt alone ſupply che diſtant Sun, 
And chear my gazing Eyes, and warm my Heart. 

Hip. Come, let's away, and like another Jaſon 
Ill bear my beauteous Conqueſt thro' the Seas: 
A greater Treaſure and a nobler Prize 
Than he from Colchos bore. Sleep, — 3 in Peace 
Ye Monſters of the Woods, on Idas top 
decurely roam; no more my early Horn 
Sal wake the lazy Day. Tranſporting Love 
Reigns in my Heart, and makes me all its own. 

So vyhen bright Venus yielded up her Charms, 
The bleſt. Adonis languiſſit in her Arm; 
His idle Horn on fra rant Mirtles hung, 

His Arrows ſcatter d; and his Bow unſtrung: 
Obſcure in Coverts ye his dreaming Hounds, 
And bay the fancy'd Boar with feeble Sounds, 
For nobler Sports he quits the Savage Fields > 
And al _ Heroe ro the Lover yields. 


The End 17 the freond ad. 
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} Eavnt 1 at laſt appeas d: the pitying g 

Have heard our Wiſhes; and ow + picious Jove 
Imileson his Native Iſle z for Pra lives, 
ſeltor d to Crete, and to her ſelſ, ſhe lives; 
o with freſh Strength inſpires her reg Limbs, 4 
(lives her Charms, and o'er her faded Checks 
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18 HA DRA AND 
Spreads a freſh roſie Bloom, as kindly S 3 
With genial Heat renew the frozen Earth, 
And paint its ſmiling Face with gawdy Flow" 1. . 
But ſee hee comes, the beaut ous P hadra comes. 
| Mehner se Lie d 1 
i Enter Phædra. 10 8 
3 TESTES S100 1 G ni 31 
How bo Eyes ſparkle, howaheir radiant — 
Confeſs their ſhining; Anceſt orthe Sun.! 
Your Charms to Day will wound deſ pairing Crowd, 
And give the Pains you ſuffer d: Nay ,| Hoppolitus 
The fierce, the brave, ch' inſenſible . 
Shall pay a willing Homage tau Wegen e 
And in his turn erste de org) Ho 1 ot 
4, Ait b Phad. 'Tis Flawryall 
Yet when. you. name che Prince „ that. Flatt i 


pleaſing. Nane. 


You wiſh it ſo,; poorgablold ds you within, 5 
The fertile Province of /Gy4awa's thinqm | 
Is there ought elſe ? Has happy ha dra ought | 
In the wide Circle of her far ſtretch d Empire? 
Ask, take, my Friend, ſecure of no Repullſe? D- 
Let ſpacious Cretethro all her hundred Cities : 
Reſound her PhedrasJoy.. Let Altars ſmoak, Wl... 
And richeſt Gums, and Spice, and Incenſe roll 65 
Their fragrant Wreaths ro Heav'n, to pitying Heav'n oy 
Which gives Hippolitus to Phadras Arms: c 8 
Set all at large, and bid the loathſom Dungeons 1. 
Give up the meagre Slaves that pine in Darkneſs, f 
And waſte in Grief, as did deſpairing Phedra: Wh 
Let them be chear'd , letitheftarv'd Priſoners riot, 7 
And glow with gen ' rous Wine : Let Sorrow ceaſe, l. 
Let none be wretched none, 3 Phæ dra nap | 
But now he comes! and with an equal Paſſion wh 
Rewards my Flame , and e my Arms. N 
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HIDPOLATUS. 1 


9 as pl "Enter. Meſſenger. 


2 


5 1 


| * ; where's is N * 
He's no where to be found. 


"had, Perhaps hef unts. 
| . Meſſ. He. hunted not to-day. 
Phed, Ha! have you ſearch d the £ Courts, the 
Temp les? 15 ä ee 
Mel, BA all in.yain. 1 
- Phad. Did he not Id to. day? 
Alas! you told me once before be did not: 


My Heart miſgives me. 
He. So indeed abi mine. 
Pad. C 'd he deceive. mes . Cou'd. that Godlike 
ut 
Defi gn. the. Ruin of a Queen that loveshim? 
Ou hes all Truth, bis Words, his Looks, his Eyes 
open to vie his inmoſt Thoug hrs... Hecomes! 
Hal. who art thou? Whence com ' thou ? Where's s 
"Hyppalitas 2 | 

22 Madam, Hippeli bit with fair Iſnena 


Droye towird the Port... 5 
Pba d. With fair "Tſmena} 
curꝰd be her cruel. Beauty. , curſt her Charms, 
Curſt all her ſoothing ,, fatal, falſe Endearments. 
That heav'nly Virgin, that exalted Goodneſs | 
Cou'd ſee me _tortur'd with deſpairing Love, 
Wich artful Tears cou d mourn wy monſtrous Suff'c- 
ings cir 
While 14755 baſe Malice plotted my Deſtruction. ot] 
He. A thouſand Reaſons croud upon my Soul, - 
That evidence their LOW. i... 
Pbæd. Ves „yes, they love; 
Why elſe, ſhould he refuſe my proffer'd Bed ? 
20 ſhould one W d feln » and Thirſt of 


[Glory , | | „ 
cy | Diſdain 
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Diſdain a Soul, a Form, a Crown like mine? 
He. Where, Tycon, where was then thy boaſte 
.. cunning ? wa e 
Dull, thoughtleſs Wretch, . 
neee 5 | Phed. © Pains unfelt befare! 
The Grief, Deſpair, the Agonies, and Pangs, 
All the wild Fury of diſtracted Love, 
Arenought to this.. Say, famous Politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firſt Paſſion riſe? 
Where did they breath. their Sighs ? What ſhady 


_.. Groves? 


8 * 


What gloomy Woods conceal·d their hidden Love) 


Alas ! they hid it not, the well pleas d Sun 


With all his Beams ſurvey'd their guiltleſs Flame; 


Glad Zephyrs wafted their untainted Sighs, 
And 14a eccho ' d their endearing Accent: 
While I, the Shame of Nature, hid in Darkneſs, 
Far from the balmy Air and cheering Light, 


Preſt down my Sighs, and dry d m falling Tears, 


Searcht a Retreat to mourn, and Watcht to grieve. 
Lyc. Now ceaſe that Grief, and let your injurd 


Dontrive due Vengeance; let majeſtick Pha dra 


That lov'd the Hero ſacriſice the Villain. 
Then haſte, ſend forth your Miniſters of Vengeance, 
To ſnatch the Traytot from your Rivals Arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful Preſence, 
Pbæd. Orightly thought. Diſpatch th arrending 
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* 


„„ 3 

Bid them bring forth their Inſtruments of Death; 
Darts, Engines, Flames, and lanch into the deep, 
And hurl ſwift Vengeance on the perjur d Slave. 
Where am I, Gods? What is'c my Rage Command? 
Ev'n now he's gone? Ev'n now the well tim'd Oats 


4 — 


With ſounding Stroaks divide the fparkling Waves, 
And happy Gales affiſt their ſpeedy Flight. 


Now they embrace, and ardent Love * N 
. 2, Ys n elt 
8 ; 


\ 


HIPPOLITUS." * 

Their fluſhing Cheeks, and trembles in their Eyes. 
Now they expoſe my Weakneſs and my Crimes. 
Now to the ſporting Crowd they tell my Follies, © | 


] „ "wer Crargnder:'-+ © 1 575 


Crat. Sir, as I went to ſeize the Perſons order d 
I met the Prince, and with him fair Iſmena; | 
| ſeiz'd the Prince, who now attends without. 
7had, Haſte, bring him in. tab 
1 1 Lyc. Be quick and ſeize Iſimena. 


© ww, 


| 


ds. 


Enter Hippolitus. 


pbæd. Cowdſt thou deceive me? Cou'd a Son of 
An | 
Stoop to ſo. mean, ſo baſe a Vice as Fraud? 
Nay, act ſuch monſtrous Perfidy, yet ſtart 
From promis d Love. 81 
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+. Hep, My Soul dildain'd a Promiſe. 
Pbad. But yet your falſe equivocating Tongue, 
Your Looks, your Eyes, your ev ry Motion promis d. 
But you are ripe in Frauds, and learn'd in Falſhoods. 
Took down, O Theſeus , and behold thy Son, 
| As Sciron faitlileſs, as Precruſtes cruel. | \ 
Bchold the Crimes, the Tyrants, all the Monſters, 
From which thy Valour purg'dthe groaning Earth: 
Behold them all in thy own Sonreviv'd. - Fr 
Hip. Touch not my Glory, leſt you ſtain your own, 
I ftill have trove to make my glorious Father 
Bluſh , yet rejoyce to ſeem himſelf outdone ; 5 
To mix my Parents in my lineal Vertues, b 
As Theſeus juſt, and as Camilla chaſt. Hs, 
Phed, The Godlike Theſens never was thy Parent. 
No, Tas ſome Monthly Cappadocian Drudge, ' 
Obedient to the Scourge, and beaten to her Arms, 
Begor thee, Traytor, on the chaſt Camilla. 
1 | C 5 Camilla 
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4 P HA DRA AND 
Camilla chaſt an Ama on and chaſt 4 it Rin 
That quits her Sex and yet retains her Vertue. 
See the chaſt Matron mount the neighing Steed, 
In ſtrict Embraces lock the ſtrugling Warriour, 
And chooſe the Lover in the ſturdy Foe. 
Enter Meſſenger and feems to talk earneſtly with Lycon. 
Hip. No; ſhe tefidthe Vows: of Godlike Theſeus, 
And choſe to ſtand his Arms, not meet his Love; 
And doubt ful was the Fight. The wide Ther modoon 
Heard the huge Stroaks reſound, its frighted Waves 
Convey'd the ratt ling din to diſtant Shores , 
Whilſt ſhe alone ſupported all his War: 
Nor till ſhe ſank beneath his'thund'ring Arm, 
Beneath which, warlike Nations bow'd , wou'd yield 
To honeſt wiſht for Love. 
| Phed. Not ſo her Son, 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden Flames, 
On one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe to thy Fathers Perſon and his Blood; 
Hated by him; ol Kindred yet more hated 
The laſt of all che wicked Race he ruin d. 
In vain a fierce ſucceſſi ve Hatred reign d | 
Between your Sires : In vain, like OCadmus Race, 
With mingl/d Blood they dy d the bluſhing Eartb. 
Hip. In vain indeed; ſince now the War is ober; 
We, like the Theban Race, agree to love, | 
And by our mutual Flames and future Offspring, 
Atone for Slaughter paſt. mw Td; nds ants 
eto pDbad. Yourfuture Offspring, 
Heav' ns! What a medly's this? What dark Confuſion, 
Of Blood and Death, of Murder and Relation? 
What Joy t had been to old diſabled Theſeus, 
When he ſhould take the Offspring in his Arms? 
Evin in his Arms to hold an Infant Pallas, . 
And be upbraided with his Granſires Fate; 
E TG fg on fac ct 
Dc. Toobatbarotis I fear. 
1 Perhaps 


Vis 420008 


(HIPP'O LIT US. 43 

perhaps ev n now his Factions up in Arm, ö 

Since waving Crowds roll onwards tow ids the 
Palace, Id 2 10 Li: + 1 0 | 

And rend de lie e . 
perhaps to murder Phædru and her Son, ben 
And give the Cron to him and fis nenne 8 


Zur Ill prevent it. [Exit Lycon. 
3d JIE] 84 [hp SS $343 ! 
x4 1 


PpPbad. What: 1 Iſmens 


That * me, watch wp! Sicknels 1 5! oh the 
watch d me! 109 1 f 5 

As rav nous Vultures warch the dy in ; Lyon „ 

Io tear his Heart and rior in his Bl 

Hark, hatkmylittle Infant cryes for Juſtice! dot 

Oh ! be appeas'd my Babe, thou ſhalr have Juſtice. 

| Now all che: Spirits tf my.Gadlike Race ir L 

| Enflame my Soul and urge me on to TONE. 

drſamnes , Minogy; Joe, th avengingoun 

Inſpire my Fury and requiremy Juſtice... - | || 

Oh! you ſhall have it, thou, Aiman, ſhalt applaudic 3 I 

_ thou ſhnalt cupy it in cheit Pains below. 
ds of Revenge ariſeę.. He comes i he comes! 

And ſhoors himſelft hro all my kindling Blood. 


I have it here... Now baſe perfidious Wretch, 


Now ſigk , and Weep , and ttemble in thy turn. 


Yes, your 1ſmens {hall appeaſe. my Vengeance. 14 


ſnena dies: and thou her pitying Lover 


Doom'dſt her cn Death. Ihen tao ſhalt ſce her b bleed; 
See her convulſive Pangs, and hear her dying Groans; 


Go, glut thy Eyes with thy ador'd L/mena . 
And laugh at dying Phadra. ft bus r 21 


Hib. Oh 3 7 
In. Alas, i myſtender Soul wqu'dſhrink at Death » 


Shake with its Fears, and fink beneath its Pains , > 
* e aueh this... But av I'mſtcel'd , 


* 


pla p 


4 P H E DRA AND 
And the near Danger leſſens to my fighrs's- 
Now, iflLlive, tis only for Hippolitus, 
And with an equal Joy I'll dye to fave him. 10 
Yes, for his Sake III goa willing Shade, 
And wait his coming in ch Elyſean Fields 
And there enquire of each deſcending Ghoſt 


Of my lov'd Heroes Welfare, Life, and Honour. | 


That dear Remembrance willi improve the Bliſs; 
Add to th Elyſcan Joys, and make that Heav'n more 


app 

Hu. Oh Reset fy Virgin! LA. ae]; On 21 
Hha dra 

5 your Rage fall on chis devoted Head; g-- 

Bur ſpare ! oh ſparea 5 pI Virgins Life: 

Think of her Vouth, her Innocence, her Virtue; 


Think with what warm Compaſſion: "the! 'bemoans 


220 you, a 
Think hen ſhe ſeryd and warch'd you in your Sick 
nels 3". ge Yrs 
How ev'ry riß ing and deſcending Sun * 
Saw kind 1/mena watching o'er is Queen. ml 
x onlypromis'd, alone deceiv'd you 
And I, and only I, ſhou'd feel your Juſtice. | 


Im. Oh i by cheſe Pow'rs, to whom. 1 ſoon mul 


anſwer 7 
For all my Faults; 5 b yrher Stoke Arch of Hear n 
I nov laſt ſee, I wrought him by my Wiles,” ' 
By Tears, by Threats, byev'ry Female Art, 
Wrought hisdiſdaining Soul to falſe Complyance. 
The Son of The ſeus could not think of Fraud,” DE 


"Twas Woman 1 * 


| And 3 . ſhou'd meet With Womans 
Vengeance, 


But yet thy Courage; Truth, and Vertue ſhock me: 


A Love ſo warm, ſo firm, ſo like my own. 
Oh! had the Gods ſo pleas'd; hadbounteous Heav'n 
En - Beſtow d 


5 e 1 ſee eee all. 


ener 


zeſtow' d. Hippolitus on Phedras Arms, br 
do had I ſtood the: ſhock of angry Fate; 
50 had I giv*n-my Life with Joy to ſave him. 


Hip. And can you doom her Death? Can Mino's 


Daughter r | 

Condemn the Virtue which her Soul admires 2 

Ire not you Phedra? Once the boaſt of Fame, 
Shame of our Sex, and Pattern of your own. 
phæd. Am] that Phadra ? No... Another Soul 
Informs my alter d Frame. Cou'delſe 1/mena - * 
Proyoke my Hatred, yet deſerve my Love? 

Aid me, ye Gods, ſupport my ſinking Glory, - 
Reſtore my Reaſon, and confirm my Virtue. 

Vet, is my Rage unjuſt ? Then why was Pheadra 
Reſcu'd for Torment, and preferv'd for Pain? 
Why did you raiſe me to the heighth of Joy, 

Above the wreck of Clouds and Storms below, _ 
Io daſh aud break me on the Ground for ever 
Im. Was it not time to urge him to Compliance? 
Atleaſt ro feign it, when perfidious Lycow * 
Confin'd his Perſon , and conſpir'd his Death, 
| Phe, Confin'd and doom'd to Death.. . O cruel 
Ee. 1 e 

Cou'd I have doom'd thy Death... Cou'd theſe ſad 
That lo va thee living e er behold thee dead? 

Yet thou coud*ſt ſee me dye without Concern, 

Rather than ſavea wretched Queen from Ruin. 

Elle cou'd you chuſe to truſt the warring winds , | 
The ſwelling Waves, the Rocks, the faithleſs Sands, 
And all the raging Monſters of the Deep! 
Oh! think you ſee me on the naked Shoar. 
Think how I ſcream and tear my ſcatter d Hair? 
break from.th* Embraces of my ſhrieking Maids, - 
And barrow on the Sand my bleeding Boſom : 
hen catch with wite ſtrerch'd Arms the empty 
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P HE DIRA AND 


And headlong plunge into the gaping Deep. MC 
Hip. O, diba = x" | iy bleeding Heart Relents, C 
And all my Thoughts diſſol ve in tender ſt Pit. M7 
Iba. If you can pity, O! refuſe not Love! 
But ſtoop to rule in Crete the Seat of Heroes, 
And Nurſery of Gods . A hundred Cities 1 
Court thee for Lord, here the rich buſie Crowd I 
Struggle for Paſſage throꝰ the ſpacious Street . ' M7 
Where thouſand Ships o'erſhade the lei ning Main, 
And tire che lab'ring Wind The Suppliant Natiom © 
Bow to its Enſigns, and with lower'd Sails {WO 


Confeſs the Oceans Queen. For thee alone E 
The Winds ſhall blow, and the vaſt Ocean roll. Ti 
For thee alone the fam'd Cyioniun Warriours H 


From twanging Eughsſhall ſend their fatal Shafts. O 
Hip. Then let me march their Leader, not their De 
„Print mm Yo ASST G4, 10S 
And at the Head of your renown'd Cydonians, 
Brandiſh this far fam d Sword of conquꝰt ing Tbeſeus; 
That I may ſhake th Egyptian Tyrants Lokxe 
From Aſius Neck, and fix it on his oẽ gm; 
That willing Nations may obey your Laws, 
And your bright Anceſtor the Sun may ſnine 
On noughit but P had rar Empir ow 
Thad. Why not thine? 
Doſt thou ſo far deteſt my proffer'd Bed. 
As to refuſe my Crown ?. . O, cruel Youth! 
By all the Pain that Wings my tortur d Soul; 
By all che dear deceitful Hopes you gave me, 
Ol eaſe, at leaſt once more delude my Sorrows; - 
For your dear Sake I've loſt my dat ling Honour? 
For you, but now gave my Soul to Deatn:: 
For you T'd quit my Crown and ſtoop beneath 
The happy Bondage of an humble Wife. 
With thee ld climb the ſteepy Idas ſummer, 
And in the ſcorching Heat and chilling Dews, 
O'cr Hills. o'er Vales purſue the ſhaggy Lion; 


Cate 


ls 


ly 


4 


(Go 


UHTPPOLTTUs 1 


careleſsof Danger and of waſting Toil; 15 


of pinching Hunger and re e , ht 
Id find all Joys in ers 
Hip. Why ſtoops the Queen 
Toask , inrerd: to ſapplichounipray, 
| To proſlitüe her Crowm and Sexes Honour 
Toone whoſe humble thou en a 112852 
Io be your Slave; not Lord [ol eich ni fi: | 
. Phad, And. is xt all 
Gods! does hedeign to > forve an artful Groan #7 169: J 
Or call a Tear from His' unwilling: Eyes. 1 00 
Hard as his native Rocks, cold as Nan Wil 904, , 
ierce as the Wolves that howl'd around his Birth, 
He hates the T ytratit; and the'Suppliant: loorns. Kel 
0 Heavin! OAiub, O imperial Jobe: 
Do ye not bluſn at my degenerate Weakneſs! 
Hence lazy, mean? ignoble Paſſion fl 
Hence from my Soul? T is gone; tis fe for for every 
And*Heav'n Flies my Thought with er; 
Vengeance... 1 1011 181 2115 252 
Thou ſhalt no more deſpiſe my offer'd Love; 
No more 1/mens ſhall upbraid my Weaknels. 
[ Catches Hip. Sword to ſtab ber ſelf. 
Now all ye kindred Gods look down and ſee © ** 
How revenge you » and my (elf, on Phedra. 


AV Git Wy 


Euter Licon , and ſnatchetaway the Sword, 


1 Hanes ee bonvrt Theſeus is return d. 


71 be'ſnarch's Al Winds, wo Earth 0 ert a 
helme, M5765! Fol 

ather tha vic h "ep Face of injur'd Theſeus, 

Now wider ſtill my growing Horrors lpread, 

Fame, my Vertue, nay my Frenzy's fled: 

Then view thy wretched Blood, Imperial ere, . 

Crimes enrage yoilz/ or Misfortunes move; ph 


Fbed. Theſets! then what have Ito do with. Li: ? 
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Shall Lagain behold his awful Eyes? 


. — - — O72 _ _ 
— Y — ——— a2, 
7 - 
— — 4 — —̃ů — 2 uU—U— : ³˙?[³r — — v1 —— ro — 
Hom C — — — — — — 68 — 


Ae 
On me your Flames, on me your Bolts emploj, 
Me if your Anger ſpares, your Pity ſhould deſtroy, 

Xun: off 


Tyc. This ma 1 do Service yet. 5 | 
| Exit Lycon , carries off the Sword, 
Hip. Is he return d? Thanks to the pitying Gods, 


Again be folded in his loving Arme??? 
Let in the midſt of Joy 1 fear for Phædra; | 
I fear his Warmth: and unrelenting Juſtice, Mt: 
O! ſhouldherraging Paſſion reach his Ears, 
His tender Love, by Anger fir'd would turn 


To burning Rage; as ſoft S donian Oyl, 8 
Whoſe balmy Juice glides o er th" untaſting Tongue, 

Vet toucht with Fire, with hotteſt Flames will blaze. 

But oh ye Pow'rs! I ſee his Godlike Form. 

O Extaſie of Joy He comes, he comes! 

Is it my Lord? my Father? Oh! tis he: 1 
I ſee him, touch him, feel his known Embraces 
Seel all the Father in his joyful Eyes. 7 

Enter Theſeus, with others, 4 

Where have you been, my Lord ? What angry 

| . 

Hid you from Crete, from me 2 . What God ha” 
ORIG LG ono Fam W 
Did not Philautus ſee you fall? Oanſwer me! 5 
And then LIE ask a thouſand Queſtions more. +4 
- Theſ. No: but to ſave my Life I feign'd my Death; \ 
My Horſe and well known Arms confirm'd the Tale 
And hinder'd farther ſearch. This honeſt Greek X 
Conceal'd me in his Houſe , and cur'd my Wounds 6 , 
Procur'd a Veſſel; and to bleſs me more, | A 
Accompany'd.my. Flight. .. h 
. But this at Leiſure, Let me now.indulge - * 
A Fathers Fondneſs; Jet me ſnatch thee chus; Ib. 


2. 


Thus 


HIPPOLIT VOS. 49 
Thus fold thee in my Arms: ſuch, ſuch was 1 
. 54 2 Hippolitus. 
When firſt I aw thy Mother, chaſt Camilla; 
And much ſhe lov'd me... Oh! did Ph Adra vieuẽ me 
With half that Fondneſs... But ſhe's ſtill unkind; 
Elſe haſty Joy had brought her to theſe Arms, 
Io welcome me to Liberty, to Life; : 
And make chat Life a Bleſſing, Come, my Son, 
Let us to Phadra, 1 
| Hip. Pardon me, my Lord. 
Theſ. Forget her former Treatment; ſhe's too good 
E Still co perſiſt in Hatred to my Son. 
Hip. O ! let me fly from Crete, . . from you, 
and Phedra. | Aſide] 
Theſ.” My Son, what means this turn? This ſud 
den ſtart? | | 
Why would you fly from Crete, and from your 
ather ? 5 1 . 
Hip. Not from my Father, but from lazy Crete; 
Jo follow Danger , and acquire Renown) | 
Toquell the Monſters that eſcap'd your Sword, 
And make the World confeſs me Theſens Son. 
The /. What can this coldneſs mean? Retire my Son, 
e N Hippolitus. 
While Iattend the Queen... What ſhock is this? 
Why tremble thus my Limbs ? Why faints my Heart? 
Why am thrill'd with Fear, till now unknown? | 
Where's now the ſoy, the Extaſie, and Tranſport 
That warm d my Soul and urg'd me on to Phædra? 
0! had I never lov d her I'd been bleſt. 


Sorrow and Joy in Love alternat reign; 
dyeet is the Bliſs, diſtracting is the Pain. 
do hen the Nie its fruitful Deluge ſpreads y 
And genial Heat informs irs ſlimy Beds; 
Here yellow Harveſts crown the fertile Plain, 


Ibere monſtrous Serpents fright thę lab ring Swain: 
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A various product fills che fatten d Sand, 
And thie ſume Floods Enrich and curſe the Land, | 
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To ward my Focs Revenge, and ſfiniſſ mine, 
And ſhake that Empire which Ican't poſſefſs. 
But then the Queen... ſnie dyes... why let her dye; 
Let wide Deſtruction ſeize on all together, 
So Lycon live... A ſafe triumphant Exile, 

Great in Diſgrace, and envy d in his Fall. 

The Queen! . . Then try thy Art and work bet 
Paſſions; 2 12 . 


Ester Phædra and Attendants. 


Draw her to act what moſt her Soul abhors, 
Poſſeſs her whole, and ſpeak thy ſelf in Phadra. 
Pha d. on let me looſe 5 why cruet barb ton 
-- >. _ Maids, : £3 
Whyam [ barr*'d from Death, the common Refuge, 
That ſpreads its hoſpitable Arms for all? 
Why muſt I drag th inſufferuble Loae 
Of foul Diſhonour , and deſpairing Love? 
Oh! length of Pain Aml ſo often dying, 
Alid yet not dead? Feel I fo oft Deaths Pangs? 4 


382 oa c, ow. 
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or Once can its E ?, | | 
ene . Type. Would 4younow dye? | 
Now air hs Field to your 09 50910 | 
Then dee ver your blaſted Name: "4 
iges to come, niyerſc ſhall learn 
The wide Immortal Infamy of Pbadra: 
ad the poor Babe, the Io), of your: Souls 2, 
me lorely Image of your dear dead Lord, 
Shall be upbraided with his Mothers Crimes; 


Shall Th ; JOur Shame, „ ſhall fink beneath your 


Nan 5. Dire but! not your Crown. | 
 Phad, Muſt he too fall, involy'd;in my Defiruc- 
tion, 
donly, live to curſe. the Name flair x 
e , unhappy Babe ! muſt ! bequeath . 
only a ſad Inheritance of Woe? ?: 
Gods! cruel Gods cant all my Pains atone, 
Unleſs they x reach my Infants guiltleſs Heag? 
Oh loſt Eſtate! when Life's ſo ſharp a Torment, , 
and Death it ſelf can t gaſe! Aſſiſt me, Lycon „ 
Miſe, ſpeak Comfort to my Troubled Soul. 
He. Tis you muſt, drive that Trouble from your 
oul ; 
As Streams 0 dam'd forge their ancient Cur- 
ren 
And 1 rin gar at their Banks in other Channels flow ; 
do muſt you 5 your Thoughts from e 


ve 
80 1 TORE "OE to be ſeut happy Rel * i 
And crow bis eager Hopes with wich d Eni bod Looks, 
Then with freſh Charms.adorn your troubl 


Diſplay the Beauties firſt inſpir*d his Soul, 
ooh with your Voice, and-wooe him with your 


Eyes. 
hed. Topoſſib et What wore him with theſe 
1 23 TE "Ts 2. | — r Still 
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On other Objects ſtrays? A lewd Adultreſs 


Will charm tlie kind Hippolitus to Silence. 


En he ſhall tell the Fault himſelf inſpir d; 


And more to blacken will excule your Folly; 
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Still wet with Tears that flow'd; But not for Theſew) 

This Tongue fo us'd to found another Name ? 

What ! take him to my Arms, oh awful Juno! 

Touch, Love, Careſs'him ! while my wand'ring 
Fancy. 


In the chaft Bed? And in the Fathers Arms, 

Oh horrid Thought / oh execrable Inceſt / 

kv'nin the Fathers Arms embrace the Son? 

_ Lye, Yeryou muſt ſee him, leaſt impatient Love 

Shou d urge his Temper to too nice aſearch, _ 

Andill-tim'd Abſence ſhould diſcloſe your Crime, 
Pbad. Cou'd 1 when preſent to his awful Eyes 

Conceal the wild Diſorders of my Soul? j 

Wou' d not my Groans, my Looks, my Speech berry 

me? 

Betraythee, Pha dra ! then thou · rt not betray d: 

Live, live ſecure, adoring Crete conceals thee; 

Thy pious Love, and molt endearing Goodnets | 


Oh wretched Pbe4ra! oh ill -guarded Secret ! 1 


To Foes plone diſclos's ! F 
FE nyc. I needs muſt for "I 


Spight of their Oaths , their Vows, their Imprec ; 
l tions, | 
Phæd. Do [mprecations „Oaths, or Vows ay, 


I too have ſworn, ev'n at the Altar worn 
Eternal Love and endleſs Faith to Theſeus; 
And yet am falſe , forſworn ; the hailow'd Shrine, 
That heard me ſwear, is Witneſs to my Falſhood; M 
The Youth , the very Author of my Crimes, 5 


The fatal Eloquence that charm'd my Soul 

Shall la viſh all its Art to my Deſtruction. 
Lyc. Oh he will tell it all., Deſtruction ſeize in 

With ſeeming Grief, and aggravating Piry , 
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falle Tears ſhall wet his unrelenting Eyes, 
and his glad Heart with artful Sighs ſhall heave: 
Then Theſeus ,... How will Indignation ſwell 
lis wighty Heart? How his majeſtick Frame 
will ſhake with Rage too fierce , too ſwift for vent? 
How he'll expoſe you to the publick Scorn, © © 
And loathing Crowds ſhall murmur our their Horror, 
Then the fiefce Sryrbrian,,, Now methinks I ſee 
His fiery Eyes with ſullen Pleaſures glow, 
Survey your Tortures, and inſult your Pangs; 
[ee him, ſmiling on the pleas'd Iſmena, 
point out with Scorn the once proud Tyrant Phe dra. 
Pbad. Curſt be his Name ! may Infamy attend 
him; SIR e 
May ſwift Deſtruction fall upen his Head, 
Hurl'd by the Hand of thoſe he moſt adores. 

He. By Heaven, prophetick Truth inſpires your 
Me | Lb dra + nor 0k | | 
He ſhall endure the Shame he means to give; 

And all the Tormenrs which he beaps on you, 
ich juſt Revenge ſhall Theſeus turn on him. 
Phed, Ist poſſible ? Oh Zycon! oh my Refuge! 
Oh good old Man! thou Oracle of Wiſdom, 
Declare the means that Phædra may adore thee. 
Lyc. Accuſe him firſt, it 
Pbæd. Oh Heavens! accuſe the guiltleſs? 
He. Then be accus'd; let Theſeus know your 
Crime; 5 | BY 
laſting Infamy o'erwhelm your Glory; 
etyour Foe triumph , 2nd your Infant fall... 
Whake off this idle Lethargy of Pity , 
ich ready War prevent th invading Foe , 
ſeſer ve your Glory, and ſecure your Vengeance: 
de yours the fruit, Security, and Eaſe; | 
The Guilt, the Danger, and the labour mine. 
had. Heav'ns, The ſeus comes / 
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Enter Theſeus. 
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Fr̃, te. Declare your laſt Reſolre, 
Pbad. Do you reſol ve, for Phe4racan do nothing, 
JJ T 
Tyc. Now, Tycon, heighten his impatient Loye, 
Now raiſe his Pity, now enflame his Rage 
Quicken his Hopes then quaſh em with Deſpair, 
Work his tumultuous Paſhons into Frenzy; 
Unice*emall, then turn them on the fe. 
Theſ. Was that my Queen, my Wife, my Idol, 
Phadra? | et 
Does ſhe ſtill ſhun me ? Oh injurious Heav'n ! 
Why did you give me back again to Life > 
Why did you ſaye me from the Rage of Battle, 
To let me fall by her more fatal Hatred? ¶ Fondneſi 
Lyc. Her hatred! no, ſhe loves you with (yg 
As none hut that of Theſes e er could equal; 
Yet ſo the Gods ha ve doom d, fo Heav'n will haveiz 
She ne er muſt view her much lov'd Theſeus more. 
Thbeſ. Not ſee her! hy my Suff rings but I will, 
Tho Troops embartÞ'd ſhou d oppoſe my Paſſage, 
And ready Death ſhou'd guard the fatal way. a 
Not fee her! oh I'Il claſp her in theſe Arms | 
Break thro' the idle Bands that yet have held me, 
And ſeizethe Joys my honeſt Love may claim. 
Lyc. Is thisa time for Joy? When Pbadras Grit, 
Theſ. Is this a time for Grief? Is this my welcom 
To Air, to Life, to Liberty, and Crete? 
Not this, I hop'd, when urg'd by ardent Love, 
I wing'd my eager way to Vbadras Arm-; 
Then to my thoughts relenting dra flew, 
With open Arms to welcome my Return, 
With kind endearing Blame condemn'd my Raſlineſ 
And made me ſwear to venture out no more. 


Oh my warm Soul my boiling Fancy glow d 
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wich charming Hopes of yet untaſted Joys; 


New Pleaſutes filbd my Mind, all Dangers, P. ns, 
Wars, 1% ale Detears, in. that dear Hope were 
'  Jolk, WE gh 
And does ſhenowavoid:my cager Love EE, 
Purſue. me ſtill with unrelenting Hatred, 


Invenrnews; Bains, deteſt, (lgarh, ſhun my fight, 


Fly my Return, and ſorrow for my Safety? 

He. Oh chinle not ſo! for hy th unerring Gods, 
When ſirſt I told her of your wiſh'd Return, 
When the lov d Name of Theſeus reach't her Ears, 
At that dear Name ſhe reat d her drooping Head, 
Her feeble Hands, and wat'ry Eyes to Heaven, 


Jo bleſs the bounteous Gods: Mt that dear Name 


The raging Tempeſt of her Griet was calm d; 
Her Sighs were huſnt, and Tears forgot to flow. 
Tbeſ. Did my Return bring Comfort to her 
Sorrow? „ 
Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely Mourner: 
Oh Iwill kiſs the pearly drops away; 
duck from her 2 fragrant Sighs; 
With other Sighs her panting Breaſt ſhall heave , 
With other Dews her ſwimming Eyes ſhall melt, 
With other Pangs her throbbing Heart ſhall beat, 
And all her Sorraws ſhall. be loſt in Love. 
Lys. _— -Fheſeus burn With ſuch Amheard. of 
Patnhon? | 


And muſt not ſhe-with. qut-ſtrerch'd Aumns regeive 


him ? LU 
And with:an equabardour meethis Vows? 
The Vows of ane ſodear! Oh righteous Gods 
hy wuſt che bleeding Heart of Theſeus bear 
duch tort ring Pangs? While Phadra dead to Love. 
Now: with. accuſing Eyes on angry Heav'n 
Stedfaſtly gazes, and upbraids the Gods; 


Now with dumb piercing Grief, and humble Shame, 


Fixes nn 
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56 PHEADRA AND 
Now burſt with ſwelling Anguiſn, rends the Skies 
With loud Complaints of her outragious Wrongs } 
" Theſ. Wrong d! Is ſhe wrong'd? And lives he 
yet that wrong'd her? | 
Lyc. He lives, ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 
That Phæd ra ſcarce can hope, ſcarce wiſh Revenge, 
Tbeſ. Shall Theſeus live, and not revenge ks 
Phaadra? | REN 0 
Gods! fhall this Arm, renown'd for righteous Ven. 
„ . 
For quelling Tyrants, and redreſſing Wrongs, 
Now fail? Now firſt, when Yhædra s injur'd, fail) 
Speak, Lycon, haſte, declare the ſecret Villain, 
The Wretch ſo meanly baſe to injure Phadra, 
So raſhly brave to dare the Sword of Theſeus. 
Dyc. I dare not ſpeak, but ſure her Wrongs at 
J AE les „ Ss 2 
The pale = {Ml that deadens all her Charms, 
HerSighs, her hollow Groans, her flowing Tears 
Make me (yſpe& her monſt*rous Grief will end her. 
Theſ. End her! end Tbeſeus firſt, and all Mankind 
But moſt that Villain, that deteſted Slave, | 
Thar brutal Coward , that dark lurking Wretch, 
'Lyc. Oh noble Heat of unexampl'd Love! 
This Phedra hop'd when in the midſt of Grief, , 
In the wild Torrent of o erwhelming Sorrows, 
dhe groaning ſtill invok'd , ſtill call'd on Theſeas, 
* Theſ. Did ſhe then name me, did the weepw! 
. | | 
Invoke my Name, and call for Aid on Theſeus? 
Oh that Iov'd Voice upbraided my Delay. 
Why then this ſtay? I come, Ifly, Oh Peu 
Lead on... Now, dark Diſturber of my Peace, 
If now thou'rt known, what Luxury of Vengeance. 
Haſte, lead, conduct me. vl 
Rn on Op r Ot I'bey yoluty 
Pybeſ. What! ſtay when Fhadra calls? 1 


- 
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eee e ene 
Ry all the Gods, my Lord, I beg youſtayz © 
As you reſpe& your Peace, your Life, your Glory: 
As Phedras Days are precious to your Sul; 

By all your Love, by all her Sorrows ſtay. _ 
Theſ. Where lies the Danger ? Wherefore ſhould I 


0 


E. 

# | ſtay? 14:3 MR 
Lyc. Your ſudden Preſence wou'd ſurprize her 

110 | $i Soul * k . | | 5 


Renew the galling Image of her Wrongs, 

Reviveher Sorrow, Indignation , Shame 

And all your Son wou'd ſtrike her from your Eyes. 
Theſ. My Son... But he's too good, too brave 

to wrong her. | 

, Whence then that ſhocking Change, that ſtrong _. 

„ „„ OT | 

That Fright that ſeiz'd him at the Name of Phedra. 
Lyc.Was he ſurpriz'd? that ſhow'd at leaſt Remorle. 


s Theſ. Remorſe! for what? By Heav'ns my trou- 
, bled Thoughts 1 . 
Preſage lome dire Attempt. . : Say what Remorſe. 


Lyc. I wou'd nat, . Yer I muſt... This you 
| command; | = 
This Phedra orders; thrice her faultꝰ ring Tongue 
bad me unfold the guilty Scene to Theſeus: 
Thrice with loud Cries recall'd me on my way, 

And blam'd my Speed, aud chid my raſh Obedience; 
Leaſt the unwelcome Tale ſhou'd wound your Peace. 
At laſt, with Looks ſerenely ſad , ſhe cry d; 

Go tell it all, but in ſuch artful Words. 

Such tender Accents, and ſuch melting Sounds 

As may appeaſe his Rage, and move his Pit); 

As may incline him to forgive his Son 

A grievous Fault, but ſtill a Fault of Love. 

Thef. Of Love ! What ſtrange Suſpicions rack 

my Soul? 5 

As you regard my Peace declare what Love. 
ee Ds De. 


ing 
WW, 
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He. Sorurg d L muſt declare; yer, pitying Heay'n, 
Why muſt I peak? Why muſt unwilling Lycou = 
Acruſe the Prince of impious Love to Vhedra? 
The/. Love to his Mother! to the Wife of T heſcu. 
Lyc. Yes, atthe Moment firſt he view'd her Eyes, 
IEvinat the Altar when you joyn'd your Hands, 
His eaſie Heart receiv'd the guilty Flame; 
And from that time he preſt her with his Paſſion, 
- Theſ. Then twas for this ſhe baniſh'd'/him from 


Crete? ED 7 | 

I thoughtir Hatred all: Ohrighreous Hatred 

Forgive me, Heav'n, forgive me, injur'd Phadrs, 

That I in ſecret have condemn d thy juſtice. 
Oh! 'twas all juſt, and Theſes: ſhall revenge, 

Evin omhis Son revenge his Phadras Wrongs. 

Lyc. | Aſide.] What eaſie Tools are theſe blunt 


Eh wo eſt Heroes, | . 
Who with keen Hunger gorgè the naked Hook, 
Pre vent the Bait che. Statesmans Art _ 
And poſt to Ruin. Go, believing Fool, 

Go act thy far fam d Juſtice on thy Son, 
Nexton thy ſelf, and both make way for Eycon.¶ Aſidi. 
Theſ. Ha; am I ſure ſhe's wrong d? Perhaps 'tis 
Slave, make it clear, make good your Accuſation,, | 

Or treble Fury fhall revenge my Son. EX 

_ 1byc, am I chen:doubred ? and can faithful Lyon 
Be thought to forge ſuch execrable Falſhoods? 
Gods ! whenthe Queen unwillingly complains, 

Can you ſuſpect her Truth > Oh Godlike The ſeus! 

Is this the Love you bear unhappy. Phedra? , 

Is this ther hop'dfor Aid? Go wretched Matron 

 . Sigh to the Winds, and rend th'unpitying Heavens 
| With thy vain Sorrows; fince relentleſs Theſeus, 
Thy Hope, —— „Ibeſeus, will not hear thee, 
 , Theſ. Not hear my Phadra | not revenge her 

» VY Ol 81 N . 
* 3 ; Speak, 
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l Spell, inake thy Ptoofs , and then His Doom's as l 


As when Jove ſpeaks, and High Olympus ſhakes, 
ud fate his Voice obe ys. 
T̃5g)5c. Bear witneſs, 'Heav'n, 
with what Reluctance I produce this Sword, 
This fatal Proof agamſt th unhappy Prince, 
Leſt it ſhou'd work your Juſtice to his Ruin, 
* And prove he aim d at Force, as well as Inceſt. _ 
Thef. Gods ! *tis IIIuſion all! Is this the Sword 
By which Procruftes, Scyron, Pallas fell? 
Is this the Weapon which my darling Son 
Swore to employ in nought but Acts of Honour? 
Now, faithful Youth , thou nobly haſt fulfill'd 
Thy gen'rous Promiſe. Oh miſt injur'd Phedra! 
| Why did I cruſt to his deceirful Form? 
Why blame thy Juſtice, or ſulpe& thy Truth? : 
Lyc. Had you this Morn beheld his ardent Eyes, 
Seen his Arm lockt in her diſhevel'd Hair, 
That Weapon glitt'ring o'er her trembling Boſom. , 
Whilſt ſhe with ſcreams refus d his impious Love, 
Entreating Death, and riſing tothe Wound. 
Oh! had you ſeen her when the frighted Youth 
Retir'd at your Approach; had you thenſeen her, 
In the chaſt Tranſpotts of becoming Fury , 
Seize on the Sword to pierce her guiltlefs Boſom , 
Had you ſeen this, you cou d not doubt her Truth. 
Thef. Oh impious Monſter!Ohforgive me Pheara! 
And may the Gods inſpire my injur d Soul | 
With equal Vengeance that may ſuit his Crimes, 
He. For ' Pha4ras ſake Fiber to talk of Ven- 


geance; | 5 | 
That wf hne Pains wou'd wound her render Breaſt: 
Send him away from Crete, and by his Abſence 
Give Pha dra Quierz and afford him Mercy. | 
. Theſ, Mercy for what! Oh! well has he rewarded 
Poor Phedras Merry, .. Oh moſt barb'ruus * ! 
| 0 
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To wrong ſuch Beauty, and inſult ſuch Goodneſs. 
Mercy! what's that? A Vertue coin'd by Villains; 
Who praiſe the Weakneſs which ſupports their 

ee a 1 = 
Be mute, and fly, leſt when my Rage is rous'd, 


Thou for thy ſelf in vain implore my Mercy. 


Lyc. | Aſide.] Dull fool, I haugh at Mercy more 
than thou doſt , CV 
More than I do the Juſtice thou'rt ſo fond of. 
Now come, young Heroe, to thy Fathers Arms, 
Receive the due Reward of haughty Virtue 
Now boaft thy Race, and laugh at Earth. born 
. Lycon, © | ; [Extt, 


[ 


Enter Hippolitus. 


Thef. Yet can it be..., Is this th' inceſtuous Villain? 
How great his Preſence, how erect his Look, 
How ev'ry Grace, how all his vertuous Mother 
Shines in his Face, and charms me from his Eyes. 

Oh Neptune! Oh, great Founder of our Race! 
Why was he fram'd with ſuch a Godlike Look:? 
Why wears he not ſome molt dereſted Form, 
Baleful to fight, as horrible to Thought, 


That I might act my Juſtice without Grief, 


Puniſh the Villain, not regret the Son? | 
Hip. May I preſume to ask what ſecrer Care 
Broods in your Breaſt, and clouds your royal Biow? 

Why dart your awful Eyes thoſe angry Beams, 
And fright Hippolitus, they us'd to cheat? 
The/. Anſwer me firſt ; when call'd to wait on 
Pheadra, 1 ̃ 


What ſudden Fear ſurpriz d your troubl'd Soul? 


Why did your ebbing Blood forſake your Cheeks? 
Why did you haſten from your Fathers Arms 
Jo ſhun the Queen your Duty bids you pleaſe ? 
Hip. My Lord, to pleaſe the Queen I'm forc'd to 
i ſhun her, F Nannen And 


Was half ſo ſhocking to my n as thou. 


MMS roLiftos A 


And keep this hated Object from her ſight. 


Theſ., Say what's the Cauſe of her invet' rate 
Hatred? 

u. My Lord, as yet I never gave her Cauſe. 

Theſ. Oh were it ſo! LAſi de] When laſt did you 

attend her? 

Hig. When laſt attend her.. Oh unhappy Queen! 
Your Exror's known , yer Idifdainto wrong you; 
Or to betray a Fault my ſelf have caus d. ¶ Aſide. 
When laſt attend Ber Pim * 

Theſ. Anſwer me directly; 
Nor dare to trifle with your Fathers Rage. 


Hip. My Lord, this very, Morn 1 ſaw the Queen. 


Theſ. What paſt ? 
Hip. Laskd Permiſſion to retire. 
Theſ. And was thar an?! 
Hip. My Lord, I humbly beg 


| With the moſt low Submiſſions; ask no more. 


Theſ. Vet you don't anſwer with Py low Sub- 
miſſions. 
Anſwer ; 15 or never hope to ſee me more. 


Hip. Too much he knows , I fear, withour wy | 
telling; 
And the poor Queen 5 betray d and loſt for ever. 
DLAſide. 
© Theſ” He changes „Gods! and faulters at the 
Queſtion: 


His Fears » bis Words , , his Looks declare him 

aiuilty. Lide. 

Hip, why do you frown , my Lord ? why turn 
awa 


As from one loathſome Monſter, not your Son? 


Thef. onde boy art that Monſter, and no more m 


| Not one of hole of the moſthorrid Form, 


Of which my Hand haseas'd the burthen UEarth, „ 
. 


Hip. Where am I, Gods. ? Is that my Father 
Am Iawake? Am I Hippolrius?  _ 
* Thef. Thouartthat Fiend, thou art Hippolitut. 
Thou art 1. Oh fall! Oh fatal Stain to Honour! 
How had my vain Imagination form d thee? 
Brave as Alcides, and as Mmos juit : 


* 


Sometimes it led methro*' the Maze of War ; 
There it ſurvey'd thee ranging thro the Field, 
Mowing down Troops, and dealing out Deſtruction: 
Sometimes with wholſom Laws reforming States, 
1 hk. their happy. Joys with Peace and Plenty, 
j ; Hip. With all my Fathers Soul inſpird, 
nt with impatient Thirſt of early Honour, 

o hunt thro bloody Fields the "aſe of Glory, 
And bleſs your Age with Trophies like your own. 
Gods! bow, that warm'd me! how my throbbing 
: Jeart | 

Leapt to the Image of my Fathers Joy ! 

When you ſhou d ſtrain me in your folding Arms, 
And wich kind Raptures, and with ſobbing Joys 
Commend my Valour, and confeſs your Son, 
No did, E think my glorious Toyl o er paid? 
Thengreat indeed, and in my Fathers Love, 
With more than Conqueſt croun'd? Go on , Hf. 


7 politus, | 

Oo tread the rugged Paths of daxing Honour; 

Practice the ſtricteſt, and auſtereſt Vertue, 

And all che rigid Laws of righteous Minas; 

The ſeus, thy Father Theſeus wil reward thee. 

-  Theſ: Remardthes «+. Yes, as Minos wou'd rev 
Was Minos then thy Pattern? and did Minas, 

The Great, the Good , the Juſt, the Righteou 


Mines, 


The Judge of hdl, apd.Qracleof Eanhs 5 


ard 


us 


HIPPOLITUS 63 


Did he inſpire Adultery, Force, and:Inceft.! 


Iſmena appears, 


Im. Ha! what's this? | LAſide. 
S 0 ˙ !. Incelt... 
Tbeſ. Inceſt with Phedra ; with thy Mother 
3 omg. 5 ed 1 

Hip. This C o unexpected, ſo: amazing, 
80 5 , fo 9 1 impoſſible to Thought, 2 57 
Stuns my aſtoniſhd Soul, and tyes my Voice. 

1 * let this wake thee, this once glorious 

Swor 


With which thy Father arm'd th Infant Hand- a 


Not for this Purpoſe. Oh abandon d Slave! 
Ohearly Villain! moſt deteſted Coward! 
With this my Inſtrument of youthful Glory! 
With this, ... Oh noble Entrance iuto Arms! 
With this t' invade the ſpotleſs Phedras Honour. 
Phedra! my Life! my beter half, my Queen: 
That very Phadra, for whoſe juſt Defence 
The Gods wou'd claim thy Sword. 
„ Hip. Amazement! Death! 
Heav'ns ! Durſt I raiſe the far fam'd Sword of Fheſeas 
Againſt his Queen, againſt my Mothers Boſom. 
ns 7 not, declare when, where, and how you 
| oſt it? 12 
How Phedragain'dit? Oh all the Gods ! he's ſilent. 
Why was it bar d? whoſe Baſom was it aim d at? 
What meant thy Arm advanc'd, thy glowing Cheeks, 
Thy Hand, Heart, Eyes? Oh Villain! monſtrous 
Villain. e | 
Hip. Is * no Way, no Thought, no Beam of 
Light, Hh 7 | 
Noclue de me thro' this gloomy Maze? 


| To clear my Honour, yet preſerve my Faitbbꝰ 
None! none ye Pow'rs! and muſt I groan beneath 


This 
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46% HX DRA AN P 
This execrable Load of fol Diſnonour? 
Muſt The ſeus ſuffer ſuch unheard of Torture ! ' 
Tbeſeus my Father r no, I'll break thro! all; 
| al Oaths, all Vows, all idle Imprecations, 
Igive em to the Winds: Hear me, my Lore; | 
Hear your. wrong'd d Son. The Sword. ” Oh far 
a Vo W! 
| Eifaari Oaths, ind "At — choughtll Foo! F, 
Tobind thy (elf in voluntary Chains; | 
Vet to thy fatal Truſt continue firm 
Beneath Diſgrace, tho infamous yer honeſt. 
Vet hear me, Father, may the righteous Gods 
Show ] r all their Cyrlss on this wretched Head. 
Oh nay they doom Wer." 
|  Theſ. Yes, the Gods will doom thee, 
The Sword , the Sword now ſwear , and call to 
witneſs ** 
Heav'n, Hell, and Earth, erk inet from one 
T har breaths beneath ſuch complicated Guilr. 
Hip. Was that like Guilr » when with expanded 
Arms 
J — to meet you at your wiſh'd Return? 
Does this appear like Guilt ? When thus ſerene, 
With Eyes erect, and Viſage nnapall'd, 
Fixt on that awful Face, I ſtand the Charge; 
Amaz'd, not fearing, ſay, if l am guilty, 
Where are the conſcious Looks, the Face now pale, 
Now fluſhing red, the down caft haggar'd Eyes, 
Or fixt on Earth, orflowly rais'd to catch 
A fearful view then ſunk again with Horror? 
"7 "Fm This is for raw untaught , unfiniſh'd Vi 
„ 
Thou in thy Bloom haſt reach d thi abhorr' ber 
fection; | 
Thy even Looks cou'd wear a peaceful calm: 5 
The beauteous Stamp, (oh Heavens on of fault 


4 8 1 * ; | f Whil 


Ku hn ..v% mn . uw . 


0 


cho en thy Beauty's loathſome to my Eyes, 


HIPPO TITUS. C5 
While thy foul Heart contriv'd this horrid Deed. 
Oh harden'd Fiend, can't ſuch tranſcending Crimes 
Diſturb thy Soul, or ruffle thy ſmooth Brow? ?? 
What no Remorſe ] no Qualms! no pricking Pangs ! 
No feeble Struggle of rebelling Honour t :? 
O'twas thy Joy! thy ſecret Hoard of Bliſs, 
Jo Dream, to Ponder, act it o'er in Thought; 
Jo doat, to dwell on: as rejoycing Mifers 
Brood o'er their precious Stores of ſecret Gold. 

Hip. Muſt I not ſpeak? Then fay , unerring 

Heav'n, 2 BY 15 982) . 

Why was I born with ſuch a Thirſt of Glory? 


| Why did this Morning dawn to my Diſhonour ? 
hy did not pitying Fate with ready Death 


Prevent the Guilty Day? 
| "a Theſ. Guilty indeed. 
Ey n at the time you heard your Fathers Death, 
And ſuch a Father (oh immortal Gods!) 
As held thee dearer than his Life and Glory; 
When wn ava rend the Skies with clam'rous 
r | 
heat thy fad Breaſt, and tear thy ſtarting Hair; 


Ihen to my Bed to force your impious way; 


With horrid Luſt t' inſult my yet warm Urn; 

Make me the Scorn of Hell, and Sport for Fiends. 
Theſe are the Funꝰ ral Honours paid to The ſeus, 
Theſe are the Sorrows , theſe the hallow'd Rites, 
Towhich you'd call your Fathers hoy'ring Spirit. 


Enter Iſmena. 


In. Hear me » my Lord, &er yer you fix his 


Doom, [ Turning 0 Theſeus. 
Hear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd Honour, 
And guard his Life with Hazard of her own. 
Tbeſ. Tho' thou'rt the Daughter of my hated Foe, 


Yer 
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To think of your unutterable Sorrows 


Oh Lbeſcech youbjche Loy you 


Yer Nautic bids me hear thee. 0 
Im. Thus Lthank you. 74 | 


| Then le miſtaken Prince, his honeſt Soul 
Con id ne er be ſway d by impious Love do Phadra, 
Since I before engag il his carly Vous, 


With all my Wiles ſubdu d his ſtruggling Heart; 
12 d with his Love. 


- Speak , is this true? On thy Obedience peak, WM 
br, So charg'd , beer r v Truth; 19 
own, 

Againſt her will, Lov'd the fair Iſmena. | 

Theſ. Canſt chou be only clear d by Diſobedience, 
And juſtiſy d by Crimes... What l love my Foce! 
Love one deſcended from a Race of Tyrans , 
Whoſe Blood yet reaks on my avenging Sword. 
Im curſt each Moment I delay thy Fate: 
Haſte to the Shades, and tell che happy Pa!lnr 
Tſmenas Flames, and let him taſte ſuch —— ; 
As thou giv'ſt me; go tell applauding 
The pious Love you bore his Daughter — ar 
Tell it the chat'ring Ghoſts, and hiſſing Furies, 
Tell it thegrinning Fiends, till Hel ſound nothing 
Tothy pleas' Ears but FEET 


Enter Cratander. 


Seize him, Cratander , take this guilty Sword, 
Let his own Hand avenge the Crimes it acted, 
And bid him die, at leaſt like Theſeu: Son, 
Take him away, and execute my Orders. 6 
Hip. Heav'ns ! how that ſtrikes me ! how " 
wounds my Soul! 


When you ſhall find &:1ppolernes vas guiltleſs! 

Yer when youknow the Innocence you doom 4 1 

When you ſhall mourn your Sons unhappy Fate, 
bore me, 


With 


bg Wd © = Mong wo 


| HIPPOLITUS 67 
With my-laſt Words, my Words will then prevail; 
Oh for my Sake forbear to touch your Lie, | 
Not wound again Hippolitus in Theſeus. 
Let all my Vertues, all my Joys ſurvive 10 
Freſh in your Breaſt, but be my Woes forgot; 
The Woes which Fate, and not my Father wrought. 
Oh! let me dwell for ever in your Thoughts, 
Let me be honour'd ſtill , but not deplor d. 
Theſ. Then thy chief Care is for thy Fathers Life. 
Oh blooming Hipocrite ! oh young Dillembler 1 
Well haſt thou ſhown the Care thou tak ſt of The ſeus. 
Oh all ye Gods ! how this enflames my Fury! 
Iſcarce can hold my Rage; my eager Hands . 
Tremble to reach thee. No, diſhonour'd The ſeus, 
Blot not thy Fame with ſuch a Monſters Blood, 
Snatch himaway. e | 
Hip. Lead on. Farewel , Iſinena. 
I/m. Oh ! rake me with him, let me ſhare his Fate. 
Oh awful Theſeus! yet revoke his Doom: 
dee, ſee the very Miniſters of Death, _ | 
Tbo' bred to Blood, yet ſhrink, and wiſh to fave him. 
8 Theſ. Slaves, Villains, tear her from him, cut 
her Arms off. 755 | 
I'm. Oh! tear me, cut me, till my ſeyer'd Limbs 
Grow ro my Lord, and ſhare the Pains he ſuffers. 
Theſ, Villains, away. 5 | 
1m. O Theſeus! hear me, hear me: 
Tbeſ. Away, nor taint me with thy loathſome 
Touch. | | 
of, Woman. 3 ä 5 
it Im. Stay oh ſtay!TIl tell you 2 Exit Theſeu 
Already gone, tell it ye conſcious Walls; 19 
bear it ye Winds upon your pitying Wings; 
Reſound it, Fame, with all your hundred Tongues. 
Oh hapleſs Youth ! all Heav'n conſpires againſt you. 
The conſcious Walls conceal the fatal Secret: 
Ih untainted Winds * th* infecting Load, wh 
! | 2 a 
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5 And Fame it ſelf is mute. Nay, even Iſmena,; 


Thy own Iſinena 's ſworn to thy Deſtruction. 


Bur till, whate'er the cruel Gods defign, 
In the fame Fate our equal Stars combine, 
And he that dooms thy Death pronounces mine. 


= 


| Sh The End of the Fourth Act. 


NN 


eee eee 
n 
Enter Phædra and Lycon. 


i | E 22. Tycon. | | 
ES your ſelf! Oh! on my Knees I beg you, 
By all the Gods, recal the fatal Meſſage. 
Heav'ns! will you ſtand the dreaded Rage of Theſeus 
And brand your Fame, and work your own Deſtruc: 
tion / 


Pb. By thee I'm branded : and by thee deſtroy q; 


Thou Boſom Serpent, thou alluring Fiend : 
Yet ſhanꝰ t you boalt the Miſeries you cauſe , 
Nor (cape the Ruin you have brought on all. 
Tyc. Was it not your Command? Has faithful 
Lycon | 
E'er ſpoke, c'cr thought, deſfign'd , contriv'd , « 
„„ By | 
Has he done ought without the Queens Conſent ? 
Phed. Plead'ſt thou Conſent to what thou fil 
r 10 
Was that Conlent? O ſenſeleſs Politician! 
When adyerſe Paſſions ſtruggl'd in my Breaſt, 


* 


When 


| When Anger, Fear, Love, Sorrow, Guilt, Deſ- 
alr f 5 1 
Drove Lo my Reaſon, and uſurp'd my Soul- 
Yet this Conſent you plead, O faithful Lycan 
Oh! only zealous for the Fame of Phæ Aru 
With this you blot my Name, and clear your own; 
And what's my Frenzy, will be call'd my Crime: 
What then is thine ? thou cool deliberate Villain, 
Thou wiſe fore-thinking, weighing Politician. 
Lyc. Oh! *rwas ſo black my frighted Tongue 
2 Wann, 0 | W189 
Atits own ſound , and Horrour ſhook my Sou!. 
Yet ſtill, tho pierc'd with ſuch amazing Anguith , 
Such was my Zeal, ſo much I lov'd my Queen, 
| Ibroke through all to fave the Life of Phedra. 
Pbad. What's Life? Oh all ye Gods ! can Life 
arone | Ho | 
For all the monſtrous Crimes by which tis bought ? 
Or can live 2 When thou, oh Soul of Honour! 
Ok early Heroe i by my, Crimes art ruin'd 2 © 


* Perhapsev'n now the great unhappy Loutn 

ue: Falls by the ſordid Hands of Butchering Villains; 

Now, now hebleeds, he dies. . Ob perjur'd Tray - 
tor! | > 4 


dee his rich Blood in Purple Torrents flow, 
And Nature ſallies in unbidden Groans; _ 
Now mortal Pangs diſtort his lovely form, 
His Roſie Beauties fade, his Starry Eyes 
Now darkling ſwim, and fix their cloſing Beams, 
or Nox in ſhort Gaſps his lab' ring Spirit heaves, 
| And weakly flutters on his fault'ring Tongue; 
And ſtruggles into Sound, Hear, Monſter bear 
Wich his laſt Breath he curſes perjur'd hadra: 
te ſummons Ph Ara to the Bar of Mines: 
| Thou too ſhalt there appear; to torture thee 
Whole Hell ſhall be employ' d, and ſuff ring Yhædra 
Shall find ſome Eaſe to ſee thee ſill more vretehed. 
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To what art thou refer 


9 PHADRA AND 


Tye. Oh all ye Powers! "Oh Phddret hear ne, | 
meer me: - 
By all my Zeal ; by all my anxious Ciress | 
By thoſt unhappy Crimes I wrought to ſerve you, 
By theſe old wither'd Limbs, and hoary Hairs , 
By all my Tears, . Oh Heav'ns! ſhe minds me not, 
She hears nor my Com 1 Oh nne Lyeen! 


"ill, Reſerv'd toall 


The tharpeſt , loweſt bein had Earth can furniſh, 
To * 1 5 on n Phedra... - "ge Ree, n 


Ha ! hoſts 3 Gods ! my Stats Blood congedls 
Andall my — » Defigns ,and Words are loſt, 


1e Doſt FRE at 1aft dai: 7 ob rt Phedrd 
At laſt with equal Ardour meet my Vows:  _ 
O dear bought Blefling ! yet PU not complain, 
Since now' my ſharpeſt Grief is all o erpaid, 
And only e Joy... Then haſte, my Charmer 
Ler's feaſt our famiſh'd Souls with amorous Riot, 
With fierceſt Bliſs atone for our DOuys. 2 85 


Whatc can this mean 12 ſo 15 a Deteſtation, q 

So ſtrong Abhorrence. . . Speak , engen Te 
mentor ! | 

Was it for this your Santas f11'd my Soul 


Wich eager Raptures, and tumultuous 1 
ä ; ' 


HID FOLITVOUS. 71 
vn painful Jays, and Agonies of Blifs. | ' 
Did Forchirobey my Pbadras call, Ut) 
And fly with crembling haftero meet her Arms > 
And am I thus receiv d? © cruck Sb 
Was it for this you roma d my drowzie Soul 
From the dull Lethargy of hopeleſs Love? 
And doſt thou only how thoſe beauteuus Eyes 
7 To wake Deſpair, andblaft me wich their Beams? 
all hed. Oh l were that all ro which the Gods have 
doom'd me! | bois al | 
Bur angry Heav'n has laid in Store for Fheſcum 
Such perfect Miſchief, fuch tranſcendent We, 
Thar the black Image ſhacks my frighzed Soul, 
And the Words dye on my reluctant Tongue. 
y Theſ. Fear not to ſpeakit ; that harmoniaus Voice 
F Will make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleafing, 
by And charm the Grief it brings... Thus let me has it, 
bus in thy Sight, thus gazing on thoſe Eyes, 
I can ſupport the utmoſſt Spite of Fate, | 
And ſtand the Rage of Hearn... Approach, my 


Fair. Sa $6; | 
?hed. Of, or I fly for ever from thy ſight: 
WT Shall [ embrace the Father of Hippolirus ? 0 
en Theſ. Forget the Villain, drive him from your 


Soul. 1 | 
Phæd. Can I forget? Can I drive frommy Soul? 
Oh! he will till be preſent to my Eye © 
His Words will ever echo in my Ears; 
WH dill wilt he be che Torture of my Days, 
Jene of my Life, and Ruin of my Glory. 
The ſ. And mine and all... Oh moſt abandon d 
Villain! 1 
Oh laſting Scandal to our Godlike Race! 
That cowd contrive a Crime fo foul as Inceſt. 
Phed. Inceſt! Ohnameirnott ,.. 
The yery mention ſhakes my inmoſt Soul: 
The Gods are ſtartled in their peaceful Manſions, - 
= And 
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And Hell it ſelf's Relief. 


Where e er you paſs, the crouded way ſhall ſound 


* 


2: PHT DRA AND 


And Nature ſickens at the ſnocking Sound. 

Thou brutal Wretch! thou execrable Monſter! 

To break thro all the Laws that early flo“ 

From untaught Reaſon, and e bag Man; 

Mix like the ſenſeleſs Herd with beſtial Luſt, 

Mother and Son prepoſteroully wicked; 

To baniſh from thy Soul the Reverence due 

To Honour, Nature, and the genial Bed, 

And injure one ſo great, ſo good as Theſeas. 
Theſ. To injure one ſo great, ſo good as Phedra; 

Oh Slave ro wrong ſuch Purity as thine, 

Such dazling Brightneſs, ſuch exalted Vertue. 
Phad. Vertue! all-ſceing Gods, you know my 
Vertue. ME 

Muſt I ſupport all this? O righteous Heav'n ! 

Can't I yet ſpeak? Reproach I could have born, 

Pointed his Satyrs, Stings, andedg'd his Rage: 


But to be prais d. Now, Minos, I defy thee; 
Ev'n all thy dreadful Magazines of Pains, 


Stones, Furies, Wheels are ſligbt to what ] ſuffer, 


7 Tbeſ. What's Hell tother? 
What Crimes couldſt thou commit ? or what Re. 
achse i . 


Cou'd Innocence ſo pure as pbadras fear? 
O chou'rt the chaſteſt Matron of thy Sex, 


The faireſt Pattern ofexcelling Vertue; | 
Our lateſt Annals ſhall record thy Glory. 
The Maids Example, and the Matrons Theme; 
Each skilful Artiſt ſhall expreſs thy Form, 


In animated Gold.. The threatning Sword 


Shall hang for ever o'er thy ſnowy Boſom; f 
Such Heav'nly Beauty on thy Face ſhall bloom, 
As ſhall aimoſt excuſe the Villains Crime; 
Bur yet that Firmneſs, that unſhaken Vertue, 

As ſtill ſhail make the Monſter more deteſted. 


With 


t 4 


4; 


ny 


fich 


HIPPOLIT US. 73 
With joyful Cryes, and endleſs Acclamations: 
And when aſpiring Bards, in daring ſtrains 
Shall raiſe ſome Heav'nly Matron to the Pow'rs, 
They'll ſay ſhe's Great, ſhe's True, ſhe's Chaſt as 
„ | 
Phæd. This might have been. But now, oh 
Ken © ns 9. 15 . 
Now, as I paſs, the crouded way ſhall ſound 
With hiſſing Scorn, and murm'ring Deteſtation: 
The lateſt Annals ſhall record my Shame; | 
And when th'avenging Muſe with pointed Rage 


| Wou'd fink ſome impious Woman down to Hell, 


She'll ſay ſhe's Falſe, ſhe's Baſe, ſhe's Foul as Phadra. 
_ Theſ. Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid Violation 
Caſt any Stains on Purity like thine , | 

They're waſh'dalready in the Villains Blood; 

The very Sword, his Inſtrument of Horror. 

Ere this time drench'd in his inceſtuous Heart, 

Has donethee Juſtice, and aveng'd the Crimes 

Heus d it to perform. | | 


Enter Meſſenger. 


1 1 _  Mefſ. Alas! my Lord, 
Fre this the Prince is dead... I ſaw Cratander 
Give him a Sword... Iſaw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and point it to his Breaſt ; 1 
With ſteady Hands, and with diſdainful Looks, 
As one that fear'd not Death, but ſcorn d to dye. 
And not in Battle. A loud Clamour followd: 


| And all ſurrounding Soldiers hid from my Sight, 


But all pronounc'd him Dead. of] 
 _ Phad. Is he then Dead? 
Theſ, Yes, yes, he's dead, and dead by my Com- 
mand; 1 1 | 11 1 
And in this dreadful Act of mournful Juſtice , 
I'm more renown'd than in my dear bought Lawrels. 
| = 5 F bed. 


76 PHADRA AND 
— Then thou'rt renown'd Ow? O 

happy Theſeus! 

Oh! only worthy of the Love of Pha dra 
Haſte then, let's joyn our well · met Hands together; 
Unite for eyer, and defie the Gods 
To ſhe w a pair ſo eminently wrerched, - 

Theſ. Wretched! for what ? for what the wal 


| muſt praiſe me, 
For what the Nations ſhall adore my Juſtice, 


A Villains Death? 
had. Amal a Villa} 
Oh! he was all his Godlike Sire cou d with, 
The Pride of Theſes, and the Hopes of Crete, 
Not did the bra veſt of his Godlike Race 
Tread with ſuch ear _ Hopes the Paths ofblomens, 
 The/. What can this mean? Declare, ambiguou 
Phadra; 

Say whence ike ſhifting Guſts of claſhing Ra 
Why are thy doubtful Speeches dark and troubl'd, 
As Cretan Seas when vext by warring Winds? 
Why is a Villain, with alternate Paſſion, 
Accusꝰ'd and prais d, deteſted and deplor d:? 
Pbæd. Canſt thou notgueſs? ... | 
Canſt thou not read it in my furious Paſſions? 

In all the wild Diforders of my Soul? 
Couꝰ dſt thou nor fee it in the noble varmib 
That urg'd the daring Youth to Acts of Honour? 
Cou'dft thou not find it in the gewrous Truth, 
Which ſparkl d in his Eyes, and open d in his Face? 
Cou'dſt nor perceive it in the chaſt Reſerve? | 
In every Word and Look, each Godlike Act, 

Cou' dſt thou not ſee Hippolitus was guiltleſs? | 

' Phef. Guiltleſs! Oh all ye Gods! what can thi 
mean? 

Pbadra Mean! that the Guile i is mine, that ver. 

tuous Phedra, © | 


The Maids Example, andthe Marrons Theme 


wn 


5 


"HIPPOLITUS fg 
wich beſtial Paflion oo d your loathing Sons 
And when deny'd . . , With impious Accuſation 
Fully d the Luſtre of his ſhining Honour; 

enn ofmy own Crimes accus d the Faultleſs Youth, 

| And with enſharing Wiles deſtroy d that Vertue 


Itry'd in vain to ſhake, A, 4 
OT I Fbeſ. Ishetbenguileleſs ? 
Guiltleſs ! Then what art thou? and oh juſt Heay'n! 
What a detefted Parricide is Zheſens? p 
Phad. What am I? what indeed! but one more 
in} black e 
wan Earth, or Hell e' er bore. O horrid Mixture 
Of Crimes, and Woes, of Parricide and Inceſt, 
Perjury , Murther; to arm the erring Father 
ö Againſt the guiltleſs Son. O impious Lycon ! 
ous In what a Hell of Woes thy Arts have plung'd me. 
Tbeſ. Lycon I Here, Guards, . Oh moſt 
N aVbandond Villain! n | 
Secure him, ſeize him, drag him Piece -Meal 


3 : % 
* oY 
{ 

; 


© Enter Guards. | 
Guards, Who has, my Lord, incur'd your high 


_ Diſpleaſure ? | | 
Theſ. Who can it be, ye Gods, but perjur d Zycom? 
Who can inſpire ſuch Storms of Rage, but Cyron? 
Where has my Sword left one ſo black, but Lyron 2 
where! wretched Theſens! in thy Bed and Heart, 
The very darling of my Soul and Eyes 
Ohbeauteous Fiend ! bur truſt nor to thy Form. 
Lou too, my Son was fair, your manly Beauties 
hs Charm'd every Heart (O Heavens 1) To your Deſ- 
J 5 TT : 
er · ¶ Jou too were good, your vertuous Soul abhorr'd 
The Crimes for which you d'yd. Oh impious Pbadra 
, Inceſtuous Fury ! Execrable Murthereſs | 
in Is 
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= Is there Revenge on Earth, or Pain in Hell, 
Can Art invent, or boiling Rage ſuggeſt, 
Ev'n endleſs Torture which thou ſhalt not ſuffer» 


Pha d. And is there ought on Earth I wou'd not 
U—!. nnn! 

O] were there Vengeance equal to my Crimes, 

Thou needſt not claim it, moſt unhappy Youth, 


From any Hands but mine: I avenge thy Fate 
T court the fierceſt Pains, and ſue for Tortures; 
And Phedaras Suff rings ſhou'd atone for thine: 


Ev'n now I fall a Victim to thy Wrongs ; 
Ev'n now a fatal Draught works out my Soul, 
E v'n now it curdles in my ſhrinking Veins 
The lazy Blood, and freezes at my Heart. 
L con brought in. | | 
Tube / Haſt thoueſcap'd my Wrath? het, impiou 


De 


On bee Ill empty all my hoard of Vengeance . 
And glut my boundleſs Rage. 


Tyc. O] Mercy, Mercy, 
The thou ſhalt find as thy beſt Deeds de. 

Such as thy guilty Soul can hope from Theſcus; 

Such as thou ſhew'dſtto poor Hiypulitur. 

- . Lyc. Ohchain me! whip me! let me be the Scorn 

Of1ordid Rabbles, and inſulting Crowds: 


Give me but Life , and make that Life moſt wretched, 


Phe. Art thou ſo baſe, ſo ſpiritleſs a Slave? 


Not ſo the lovely Youth thy Arts have ruin'd. 
Not fo he bore the Fate to which you doom'd him. 
©. Theſe. Ohabject Villain! yet it gives me Joy 


To ſee the Fears that ſhake thy guilty Soul , 
Enhance thy Crimes, and antedate thy Woes; 
O! how thou' lt how thy fear ful Soul away; 
While laugbing Crowds ſhall echo to ihy Cries, J 


An 


And make thy Pains their Sport. Haſte henee, away 
with him a” 
'Draghim to all the Torments Earth can furniſh, 
let him be rackt and gancht, impal'd alive; 
Then let the mangl'd Monſter, fixt on high, 
Grin o'er the ſhouting Crowd, and glut their Ven- 
eance. 2 
Ind is this all? and art thou now appeas'd ? 
will this atone for poor Hinpolitus? 
0h ungorg'd Appetite! Oh rav nous Thirſt 
Of a Sons Blood! What not a Day, a Moment? 
pbæd. A Day ! a Moment! oh! thou ſhould'ſt 
hae > + bs | 
Years, Ages, all the roundofcircling Time, 
Fre touch d the Life of that conſummat Yourh, 
Theſ. And yet with Joy I flew to his Deſtruction, 
Boaſted his Fate and triumph'd in his Ruin. 
ous Not this I promis'd to his dying Mother, 1 
when in her mortal Pangs ſhe ſighing gave me 
Ihe laſt cold Kiſſes from her trembling Lips, 
And reach'd her feeble wand ring Hands to mine; 
rey, hen her laſt Breath now qui v'ring at her Mouth, 
de · ¶ Implor'd my Goodneſs to her lovely Son; 
| To her Hippolitus. He, alas! deſcends 
An early Victim to the lazy Shades; 21 115 
Oh Heav'n and Earth ! by Theſeus doom'd, 


or deſcends. | | a 
Fed. He's doom'd by Theſeus , bur accus'd by 
Dbadra, | 


ned, 33 
WW)! hedras Madneſs, and by Lycons Hatred. 
let with my Life expiate my Frenzy, 

And dye for thee , my Headlong Rage deſtroy d; 
bee I purſue, oh great ill fated Youth ! | 
ur ſue thee ſtill , but now with chaſt Deſires; 
bee throꝰ the diſmal waſte of gloomy Death; 
hee thro the glimm'ring Dawn, and purer Day, 

o all th Z13/can Plains ; O righteous Minos 
* Ehe 


J. 


And 
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75 PH DRA AND 
Elyſcan Plains 1 There he and his Iſmene 
Shall ſport for ever, ſhall for everdrink 
Immortal Love; while 1 far off ſhall howl 
In lonely Plains; while all the blackeſt Ghoſts : 
Shrink — the baleful ſight of one more 'monſtroy ; 
Aud more accutittban they. X 

The. 1 coomulg | 


I too muſt once more ſee the burning Shoar 

Ol livid Acberon and black Cocytus, 

Whence no Alcides will releaſe me now. 
Pbad. Then Avg this Ray ? comeon, let's plung 


See Hell ſets wide! its Adamantine Gates, 

See thro' the ſable Gates the black Cocytus 

In ſmoaky Circles rowls its fiery Waves: 

Hear, hear the ſtunning Harmonies of Woe, 

Thedinof rat ling Chains, ofclaſhing Whips „ 

Of Groans, of loud Complaints, of piercing Shrieks 

That wide thro'all its gloomy World reſound. 

How huge Me —— ! what ſtreaming Fires 

Blaze from — reing Eyes! what Serpents cutl 

In horrid — and hiſs around her Head! 

Now, now ſhe —— me to the Bar of Minos. | 
See how the awful Judges ofthe Dead "+ 1 

Look ſtedfaſt hate, ; 3/9 90097 mg 

Sec Alinos turns away hisloathing E 

Rage choaks his ſtruggling Words: The fatal Urn 

Drops from his trembling Hand: O all ye Gods 

What, Lycon here ! Oh execrable Villain! 

Then am 1 ſtill on Earth? By Hell lam, 

A Fury now, a Scourge preſer vd for Cycon; 

See the juſt Beings offer to my Lee 

That impious Slave. Now, Lycos , for Revenge; 

Thanks, Heav'n, tis bere... I'll ſteal it to bis 


Heart. 
[ MPaking Theſeus fer Lycon yy 
7148 


3 Heavens! tis your 
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\uſteach portentous Moment riſe in Crimes, 
Ind fallying Life go off inParricide? 
ſben truſt not thy low Drugs. Thus ſure of Death 


Thou > Minos, do the reſt, 7 
| | Thef. At length ſhe's quiet, 


er ll obey Heppoleres, and live: 10 

Then to the Wars; and as the Corybant ines, 7715 
Wich clathing Shields, and bray ing Trumpets drown'd 
The cryes of Infant-Feve. . . III ſtifle Conſcience, 
And Natures Murmurs inthedin of Arms, 

But what are Arms to me? Is he not dead 

for whom I fought ? for whom my hoary Age 

Glow'd with the boiling Heat of Louth in Battle: 
How then to drag a wretched Life beneath, 

An endleſs round of ſtill returning Woes, 

And all the gnawing Pangs of vain Remorſe. 


E 


I! | 
thought! | 

Therefore do Juſtice on thy ſelf, ... and live; 

lycabove all moſtinfinirely wretched, 


Iſmena Enters. 


[ſmena too.. Nay , then avenging Heay'n 

Has venred all its Rage... O wretched Maid! 

by doſt thou come to ſwell my raging Grief? 

by add to Sorrows, and embitter d Woes? 

by do thy mournfiul Eyes upbraid my Guilt 2 

by thus recal to my del Soul! 

he ſad Remembrance of my God like Son, 

Of that dear Yoinh my Cruelty has ruin d? td 
im. Ruin d! .. O all ye Powers? Oauful The- 


eus! 


e 
\ bis 


1 


had, | Say 3 


79 
bad. My Lord! O equal Heayn 


LStalis ber ſelf. 


And Earth now bears nor ſuch a Wretch as Theſeus z 


hat Torment's this? ... Therefore, O greatly 
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Oh ſpeak! the Fear diſtracts me. 


Pet 


Workof my Life, and Labour of my Soul. 
For thee alone, my Sorrows lull'd, ſhall ccaſe; 


From the relentleſs Hand that doom'd thy Death? 


Forbear, chaſt Maid, to wound thy tender Boſom; 
Oh Heav'n and Earth! ſhou'd ſhe reſolve to die, 


Was it for me ſhe'd dye? Oheav'nly Virgin! 


to; PRADRA AND 
Say, where's my Lord? ſay, where has Fatedipoy of 


him ? 


wy | Tbeſ. Gods! Can I ſpeak? 
Can l declare his Fate to his I/ſmena? | 

Oh lovely Maid 1 Cou'dft thou admit of Comfort 
Thou ſhouꝰ dſt for ever be my only Care, 


Ceaſe for a while to mourn my murther d Son; 
For thee alone my Sword once more ſhall rage, 
Reſtore the Crown of which it robb'd your Race: 
Then let your Grief give way to Thoughts o 

{- - -Emparey 705i; W 
At thy own Athens reign. The happy Crowd 
Beneath thy eaſie Yoke with Pleafure bow, 
And think in thee their own Minerva reigns, 
_ im, Muſt I then reign? Nay , muſt I live without 


him? | 
Not ſo, oh Godlike Youth ! you lov'd T/mena; 
You, for her ſake, refus'd the Cretan Empire, 
And yet a nobler Gift, the Royal Pad ra. 

Shall I then take a Crown, a guilty Crown , 


Oh ! tis in Death alone I can have eaſe, 


And thus I find it. L Offers to ſtab her ſilf 


Enter Hippolitus. 
Hip. O forbear Iſinen 


And ſnatch all Beauty from the widdow d Earth? 
Was it for me, ye Gods, ſhe'd fall a Victim? 


See, ſee thy own Hippolitus, who liyes, 


And hopes to live for thee. N 
* VR. | Tim, 


bout 


Tim. 


In. Oh killing Joy! 


„ | Iſm. Hippolitus! 
Amlalive or dead? Is this Ely/ſjum? 
'Tis he, tis all Hrppolzras... Ar't well? 
Art thou not wounded? | | 

7 Theſ. Oh unhop'd for Joy! 
Stand off, and let me fly into his Arms. 8 
Speak, ſay what God, what Miracle preſerv'd thee? 
Did'ſt thou not ſtrike thy Fathers cruel Preſent, 
My Sword, into thy Breaſt? 

Hip. Taim'd it there 

But turn'd it from my ſelf, and ſlew Cratander; _ 
The Guards, not truſted with his fatal Orders, 
Granted my Wiſh , and brought me to the King: 
[fear'd not Death, but cou'd not bear the Thought 
Of Theſeus Sorrow, and Iſinenas Loſs; 
Therefore J haſten'd to your Royal Preſence, 
Here to receive my Doom. 6 
Theſ. Be this thy Doom, 
To live for ever in Iſinenas Arms. + 


Go, heav'nly Pair, and with your daz ling Vertues, 


Your Courage, Truth, your Innocence and Love, 
Amaze and charm Mankind; and rule that Empire, 
For which in vain your Rival Fathers foughit. 


Hip. Oh Extaſie of Bliſs / 
Am] poſſeſs'd at laſt of my 1/mena? ? | | 
Of that Cœleſtial Maid, oh pirying Gods! _ 
How ſhall I thank your Bounties for my Suff rings, 
For all my Pains, and all the Pangs I've born? 
Since tas to them I owe divine 1/mera ? 
To them I owe the dear Conſent of Theſeas. 
Yetthere's a Pain lies heavy on my Heart , 
For the diſaſtrous Fate of hapleſs Pedra. 

Theſ, Deep was her Anguiſh , for the Wrongs ſhe 

did you = 


She choſe to dye, and in her Death deplor'd 


Your Fate, and not her own. 


* Hip. 


Ae 
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8 Hip. Pe heard it all. 
O! had not Paſſion ſully' d her Renown, 
None e er on Earth had ſhone with equal Luſtre; 
So glorious lived, or fo lamented dy d. | 
Her Faults were only Faults of raging Love , 


Jer Vertues all her own. 1 
35 | Jin. Unbappy Para! 
Was there no other Way, ye pitying Pow rs, 
No other Way to crown 1/mepas Love? 
Then muſt Lever mourn her cruel Fate, 
And in the midſt of my triumphant Joy, 
Ev'n in my Heros Arms confeſs ſome Sorrow. 
 Theſ. O tender Maid! forbear with ill-tim'd Grief, 
To damp our Hleſſings and incenſe the Gods; 
But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our Thanks 
For all the Wonders in our Favour wrought ; 

That Heav'n, whoſe Mercy reſcu' d erring Theſeus 

From exectable Crimes, and endleſs Woes. 
Then learn from me, ye Kings that rule the World, 
With equal poize, let ſteddy Juſtice Way, 
And flagrant Crimes with certain Vengeance pay; ; 
But till the Proofs are clear the Stroak delay. 

Hip. The righteous Gods that Innocence require, 
Protect the Goodneſs which themſelves inſpire: 
Unguarded Vertue human Arts defies, 

Th Accus d is happy, while th Accuſer dyes. 


—— 2 
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Exeunt omnes. 


F Chorce u; F ail 116 Eng th 
Plays, neuily & correctly primed in Gar 
» Volumes fit for the pochet, & fold by 
G3 * nſon, Booker at the "TW 


—ͤ—ſ— 
— : 6 — a 


Play printed. Authors. prices. 
Julius Cæſar, with 4. Songs by D.? 
of B. m, to be ſung Berween | 
" the Acts. . 0 ty * » 1% Þ . ſ . 6 
Macbeth. ö 1 „ 
Hamlet, Prince of Deumatk. 1 l 
8 Moor of TORS VV 0 DE 
Henry IV. with the Humours eur. 
1085 John Falltaff „ reve 8 
Merry-Wives of Windſor , withehs: | 
Amours of Sr. John Falſtaff. VVV 
The Tempeſt, or Enchanted [ſland. Ie 
altered by Sr. Will. Davenant & 


Mr. Dryden. . * | ® * . 3 
The Jew of Venice, altered &im- | 

| Fong by Mr. n .v- |File-16. 1008 
Aurenge- Zcbe, & TheGreat Mogul, ? by Eg 
All for Love, or the World well | 

elipus: (by ryden & Lee) r 
The Spaniſh Fryar „ or double dif: 4 Dryden. 

covery. 0 „ 8 
The Indian Einperor or Conqueſt El 

of Mexico. OS 
The Stare of Inhocence „or Fall of | | 

Man. . F » | ly 1.8 Þ 1 6 
Don Sebaſtian King of Portuzal. „„ 0 
nphitrion , or the tw » Solas, 3 „„ 68-06 


* | The 


e Plays printed. Autbori. price, 
The Orphan. N * * Jom 15 1 


Venice . 


Oroonoko. . | þ huts 74 Southerne, 8 
Abra- Mule. 5 Trappe. 3 


She wou d ifſhe coudd. 8 

The Man of Mode, or, Sr. mes Etberege. 
Flutter, . 

The Rehearſal , with a Key. . "IF .of Buck: 

The Chances, altered by . .. "— 6 


The Old Batchelor. . 
The Double Dealer. bo 
Love for Love. 4 | 
The Way of the World. .. . 
The Mourning Bride. 


Phzdra & Hippolitus. Tf! = gp, 


6 
The Adventures of Five Hours. Tube. 8 
The Plain- Dealer. , g Wicherley. .. þ 


Loves Laſt- Shift, or, The Fool in) bi 
Faſhion. . : " Cibber. 
The Careleſs Husband. een 


The Provoked _ .. „„ 
Aſop. with Addition of a Second Vanbrug. 
| Par T. 0 . 0 o 1 . „ * q : 


The Funeral, or Griefà la mode. Steel. 6 


The Conſtant Couple. . 1 6 
The Recruiting Officer. : Farquhar, 6 


The Beaux Stratagem.' , . . «6 


Theſe 40. Plays make 10 handfom Volumes, 
vhen bound together: They are alſo ſold E a 
the prices here mark d. — 


Other Blays now printing, or propoſed to be 
printed, to make this Collection complete, 


| rimonof Athens, altered by Shad.) Authors, 
well. | 
ling Lear. altered by Tate. | 
Troilus & Creſſida 5 altered by | Shakeſpear. 


Dryden. - | 
1d. pr, of K. Henry IV. & Falſtaff. - | | = | 


The Maids Tragedy. 1 
Philaſter, or Love lies a- bleeding. | 
| A King & no King. Wt 
The Scornful Lady. | 
The bloody Brother, Rollo D. of = 
Normandy. pee i 
The Propheteſs, or Hiſtory of Dio- > : 
cleſian. FPlerfchen. 
Valentinian, altered by E. of Ro- 
: cheſter. 5 | 


Beaumont 
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be Illand Princeſs, altered by N. | | 
1 Tate. N 105 | 


The Pilgrim, altered by Vanbrug. 2 


1 Alchemiſt. 
The Silent Woman. 
Vulpone. 
Catalines Conſpiracy. 
Bartholomew Fair. 
Every man in his humor. 


F Ben. Johnen | 


Love & Honour. 

Siege of Rhodes. 

Play houſe to be lerr. 
Ihe man's the Maſter. 
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Heroick Love. 
| The She Gallanes. 


vu tObeprinted. | Aube, 

Anthony & Cleopatra. 
Bellamira, or the Miſtreſs. 8 Sy. Charles 

The Mulbery Gatden. Sidley. 

Mariage à la mode. 

Tyranick Love, or The Royal _ 

tyr. Dryden. 

The Conqueſt of Granada . in 2 1 

Cleomenes, the Spartan Hero. * 

Don Carlos Prince of Spain, 

Hiſt. & Fall of Caius Marius. 

The Soldiers Fortune. Ot way, 


The Atheiſt , Second Part of Sold. 
Fortune. 


Mithridates K. of Pontus. 
Sophonisba, Hannibals overthrow. 
Theodoſius, the Force of Love. 


4 
Lucius Junius Brutus. 1 
8 Lee, 


| Rival Queens, Death of Alexander. 
Cæſar Borgia. 


The Ambitious Step · Mother. 


Tamerlane. : 


The Fair Penitegt. 1 Rohe. 5 
Uly ſſes. . 3 f | 
The Royal Convert. 


Granville, 


Boadineny Quecn of Brittain, Hop kin. 
The Female Watrier. 5 . 


fatal Friendſhip, p. | 18 Mi. Trotter 
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plays to be printed, | 5 a | 
The Royal Miſchief, " * Ed Manley. 


ius & Virginia. 1 
2 aſſer ted. | 6 Dennis. 
Plot & no Plot. 3 


The Earl af Eflex » OL the Unhap P ry Banks N 


Favorite. 


Darius King of Perfig, | 
The Married Beau. | 5 Crowne. 
Sir Courtly Nice. | v3 


The Villain, s . . Ke Porter. 
he Sophy. ff ĩů⸗ 


he Country Wife. dy 1 
The Gentleman Dancing Maſter. c Wicherley. 
ovein a Wood, or St. James's Park. 


Loveina Tub. Þ =» X Etberege. 


The Humoriſts. | | 

The Virtuoſo, | 

te Libertine, 8 Shadwek. 
plom Wells. | 

ury Fair, | | 

quire of Alſatia. } 


. Anthony Love, or the Rambling 

Lady, | 

Ile Fatal Mariage , or Innocent Soutbern, 
Adultery. 


he Relapſe, 

te Falſe Friend. 

Je Miſtake. Vunbrug. 
e Confederacy. The 
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Plays to be printed. | bY aul. 


The Feign'd Courtezans, or nights) 1 
Intrigue. $ Mrs. an 
The Rover, or baniſh'd Cavalier, J 


The Tender Hun band. R „ „ 


Inconſtant or the Way to Win him. Farquhar, 


The Marriage hacer Matched. 
Love For N , or the boarding. 2 
School. 


Ci of Kent. 
Hamſtead Heath. 10 6 
Fine Ladys Airs. . 


e en . _ cle 


Ladys Viſiti iting day. * : 
The Gameſter. Bk RT 4 


The Buſy Bode. Vr. Cem 
The fair Quaker of Deal. | ; 
Injur'd Love, or The Ladys Satisfaction. 


The wifes Relief „or The Husbands cure. Jh 


With ſeveral others of the beſt Plays, aue 


or —— 
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